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it be tad to speak of treasures gone, 

Of sainted genius called too soon away, 

Ight, from thb world taken while it shone, 

Yet kindling onward to the perfect day — 

>w shall our grief, if mournful these things be, 

9w forth, O guide and gifted friend, for thee ? 
i 

ith not thy voice been here amongst us heard ? 

And that deep soul of gentleness and power, 

lye we not felt its breath in every word. 

Wont from thy lip,as Hermon's dew,to shower ? 

MB ! in our hearts thy fervent thoughts have 

turned — 

r heaven they were, and thither are returned. 

ow shall we mourn thee ? — With a lofty trust. 
Our life's immortal birthright from above, 
ith a glad faith, whose eye, to track the just. 
Through shades and mysteries lifts a glanoe of 

of love, 
od 3ret can weep ! — for Nature so deploree 
be friend that leaves vs, though foT ba.^\i\sx 

jAores. 
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And one high tone of triuinph o'er thy bier, 
Oae atrsinafsalemii rapture be alia wed, j 

Thou that, rejoicing aa thy mid-career. 
Not to decay, but unto death best bowed ! 

Id those bright regioiu of tbe rising gun. 

Where Viclory ne'er a crOTm tike thiaehalb wan. 

Pmisa, for yet oae more name, nith power eO' 

To cheer and guide ua onward as we pre», i 
Vet one more image on the heart bestowed, 1 

To dwell there — beautiTul in hoIineM I f 

Thine, Het»r, thine, whose memory Trom the I 
dead I 

Shinea ai tlie atar, which to the Saviour led. 
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12 PALESTINE. 

Folds bis dank wing beneath the ivy sbade. 

Ye guardian saints, ye warrior sons of heaven. 
To whose high care Judaea*s state was given, 
O wont of old your nightly watch to keep, 
A host of gods, on Sion's towery steep — 
If e'er your secret footsteps linger still 
By SiIoa*s fount, or Tabor's echoing hill ; 
If c*er your song on Salem's glories dwell. 
And mourn the captive land you loved so well ; 
(For oft, \ is said, in Kedron's palmy vale 
Mysterious harpings swell the midnight gale. 
And, blest as balmy dews that Hermon cheer, 
Melt in soft cadence on the pilgrim's ear;) 
Forgive, blest spirits, if a theme so high 
Mock the weak notes of mortal minstrelsy; 
Yet^vHiight your aid this anxious breast inspire 
With one faint spark of Milton's seraph fire, 
Then should my Muse ascend with bolder flight. 
And wave her eagle-plumes exulting in the MghU 

O happy once in heaven's peculiar love, 
Delight of men below, and saints above ^ 
Though, Salem, now the spoiler's ruffian hand 
Has loosed his hell-hounds o'er thy wasted land ; 
Though weak,, and whelmed beneath the storms 

of fate. 
Thy house is Icfl unto thee desolate ; 
Though thy proud stooes in cumbrous ruin faU, 
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PALESTINE. 13 

And seas of sand o'erfop thy monldenDg wall ; 
Yet shall the Muse to Fancy's ardent view 
Each shadowy trace of faded pomp renew : 
And as the seer on Pisg^ih's topmost brow 
With glistening eye beheld the plain below. 
With prescient ardor drank the scented gale, 
And bade the opening glades of Canaan hail ; 
Her eagle eye shall scan the prospect wide, 
From Carmers cliffs to Almotana*s tide; 
The flinty waste, the cedar-tufted hill, . 
The liquid health of smooth Ardeni's rill; 
The grot, where, by the watch-fire's evening 

blaze. 
The robber riots, or the hermit prays ; 
Or, where the tempest rives the hoary stone. 
The wintry top of giant Lebanon. 

Fierce, hardy, proud, in conscious freedom bold. 
Those stormy seats the warrior Druses hold ; 
From Norman blood their lofty line they trace. 
Their lion courage proves their generous race. 
They, only they, while all around (hem kneel 
In sullen homage to the Thracian steel, 
Teach their pale despot's waning moon to fear 
The patriot terrors of the mountain spear. 

Yes, valorous chiefis, while yet your sabres shine, 
The native guard of feeble Palestine, 
O, ever thus, by no vain boast dismayed. 
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Defend the birthright of the cedar shade. 
What though no more for you the obedient gale 
Swells the white bosom of the Tyrian sail; 
Though now no more your glittering marts unfold 
Sidonian dyes and Lusltanian gold ; 
Though not for you the pale and sickly slave 
Forgets the light in Ophir's wealthy cave ; 
Yet yours the lot, in proud contentment blest. 
Where cheerful labor leads to tranquil rest. 
No robber rage the ripening harvest knows; 
And unrestrained the generous vintage flows : 
Nor less your sons to manliest deeds aspire. 
And Asia's mountains glow with Spartan fire. 

So wh3n, deep sinking in the rosy main, 
The western sun forsakes the Syrian plain. 
His watery rays refracted lustre shed. 
And pour their latest light on Carmel's head. 

Yet shines your praise,aniill surrounding gloom. 
As the lone lamp that trembles in the tomb : 
For few the souls that spurn a tyrant's chain. 
And small the bounds of freedom's scanty reign. 
As the poor outcast on the cheerless wild, 
Arabia's parent, clasped her fainting child. 
And wandered near the roof no more her home. 
Forbid to linger, yet afraid to roam : 
My sorrowing fancy quits the happier height. 
And southward throws her half-averted sight 
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For sad the scenes Judea's plains disclose, 
A dreary waste of undistinguished woes. 
See War untired Ms crimson pinions spread, 
And foul Revenge, that tramples on the dead. 
Lo, where from far the guarded fountains shine. 
Thy tents, Nebaioth, rise, and Kedar, thine : 
'Tis yours the boast to mark the stranger's way, 
And spur your hefidlong chargers on the prey. 
Or rouse your nightly numbers from afar, 
And on the hamlet pour the waste of war ; 
Nor spare the hoary head, nor bid your eye 
Revere the sacred smile of infancy. 
Such now the clans, whose fiery coursers feed 
Where waves on Kishon^s bank the whispering 

reed; 
And theirs the soil, where, curling to the skies. 
Smokes on Samaria's mount her scanty sacrifice. 
While Tsrael's sons, by scorpion curses driven. 
Outcasts of earth, and reprobate of heaven. 
Through the wide world in friendless exile stray. 
Remorse and shame sole comrades of their way, 
With dumb despair their country's wrongs behold* 
And, dead to glory, only burn for gold. 

O Thou, their Guide, their Father, and their 
Lord, 
Loved for thy mercies, for thy power adored : 
If at thy name the waves forgot their force. 
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And refluent JarilsntDiifthl his Irembliog lourre; 

ir »t thy nimc rihe sheep the mountaina fled, 
And haughty Sirion boned hia mtrble head ; 
To Iiniel'fl «oes a pitying ear Incline, 
And raise froni earih thy long- neglected vine. 
Her rifled Truiti behold the heathen bear, 
And wilil-wood boara hermaDg;l«d clusten tear. 
Waa it for (Ilia she alietched her peopled reign 
From far Euphrates (o the western main ? 
For this, o'er many a hill her boughs she Ibren , 
And her wide arms like goodly cedars grew I 
For (his, proud Edom slept beneath her shade, 
And o'er the Arabian deep her branches pfayad ? 
O feeble hoiisl of transitory power, 

Nol such their hope, when through the parted 

The cloudy wander led (he warrior train : 

Not such (heir hope, when through tlie field* of 

The torch of heaven diffiiaed iW friendly light : 
Not, when fierce Conquest urged the onward war 
And hurled slern Canaiin from his Iron car : 
Nor, when five monarghs led to Gibeon's fight. 
In rude array, the harnessed Amorite: 
Yes— in thai hour, by mortal accents stayed, 
The lingering auo hia Gery wheels delayed ; 
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The moon, obedieDt, trembled at the souod, 
Curbed her pale car, and checked her mazy 
round. 
Let Sinai tell — for she beheld his might. 
And God*8 own darkness veiled her mystic 

height : 
(He, cherub-borne, upon the whirlwind rode, 
And the red mountain like a furnace glowed :) 
Let Sinai tell — but who shall dare recite 
His praise, his power, — eternal, infinite? — 
Awe-struck I cease ; nor bid my strains aspire, 
Or serve his altar with unhallowed fire. 

Such were the cares that watched o'er Israere 
fate. 
And such the glories of their infant state. 
— Triumphant race ; and did your power decay ? 
Failed the bright promise of your early day ? 
No : — by that sword, which, red with heathen 

gore, 
A giant spoil, the stripling champion bore ; 
By him, the chief to farthest India known, 
The mighty master of the iv*ry throne ^ 
In heaven's own strength, high towering o*er 

her foes. 
Victorious Salem's lion banner rose. 
Before her footstool prostrate nations lay. 
And vassal tyrants crouched beneath her sway. 
2* 
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— And be, (be kingly sage, whose rcBlless mEnil 
Through oalure's mtzes Hindered uncoii&iied ; 
Who eFcry bird, and beaet, and insect knew. 
And spake of every plan! thai quafTs the dew; 
To bim were known — so Hapu's oIKpring tell — 
The powerful sigil and the starry ipelJ, 
The midnight call, hell's ihadowy legions dread, 
And aounds Ihat hutst the slumberK of the dead. 
Hence all his might ; for who could Ihwe op- 

And Tadiflor (bus, snd Sytidn Balbec rose. 
Yet e'en the works of toiline Genii fail, 
And vain was Eatakhsr'd enchanted wall. 
In frantic converse with Ihe mournful wind. 
There oft Ihe hautelesi Santon re«ta reclined ; 
Strange shapes he views, and drink* wilb won- 

The Toicet uf ihedead.andBongi of other yean. 

Such, the faiDt echo of ilepartcil praise. 
Still Round Aratla'a legendary lays; 
And thus their fobling bards delight to tell 
How lovely were Ihy tents, O Israel. 

FoMhee his ivory load behemoth bor«. 
And far SofaU teemed with golden arp; 
Thine all (he arts that wait on wealth's inereaw. 
Or bask sad wanton in the beam of peace. 
When Tyber ilept beneath ibe cypress gtaoai. 
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And silence held the lonely woods of Rome \ 
Or ere to Greece the builder's skill was known 
Or the light chisel brushed the Parian stone ; 
Yet here fair Science nursed her infant fire, 
Fanned by the artist aid of friendly Tyre. 
Then towered the palace, then in awful state 
The temple reared its everlasting gate. 
No workman steel, no ponderous axes rung ; 
Like some tall palm the noiseless fabric sprung. 
Majestic silence ! — then the harp awoke. 
The cymbal clanged, the deep-voiced trumpet 

spoke. 
And Salem spread her suppliant arms abroad, 
Viewed the descending flame, and blessed the 
present God. 
Nor shrunk she then, when, raging deep and 
loud. 
Beat o'er her soul the billows of the proud. 
E'en tbey who, dragged to Shinar's fiery sand ; 
Tilled with reluctant strength the stranger's 

land ; 
Who sadly told the slow-revolvin? years, 
And steeped the captive's bitter bread with tears: 
Yet oft their hearts with kindling hopes would 

bum, 
Their destined triumphs, and their glad return, 
And their sad lyres, which, silent and uutlruw^^ 
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In mournful ranks on Babel's ivillons hung, 
Would oft awake to chiint (heir fulure fame, 
And from (he shies (heir lingering Saviour claim. 
His promised aid could every fear control ; 
This nerved the warrior's arm, this steeled the 

Nor vain their hope : — Bright beaming through 

the sky. 
Burn in fuJI blaze lUe Day-«pring from on htgfa. 
Earth's utmost isles exulted at the ^ght. 
And crowding nations drank the orient light. 
l.o, star- led chiefs Assyrian odors bring. 
And bending Magi seek [heir iofanl Kin^:. 
Marked ye, where, hovering o'er his radiant 

head. 
The dove's white wings celesli^l glory shed ? 
Daughter of Sii)n, virgin (|ueen, rejoice : 
Clap the glud hand, and lift liie exulting voice. 
Hs comes, — but not in regnl splendor dies I, 
The hatighly diadem, (he Tyrbo vest ; 
Not armed in Hame, ail glorious from afar, 
Ofhosls (lie chieriaiti, and the lord ufiTsr. 
Messiah comes : let furious discord cease : 
Bo peaCB on earth before the Prince of Peace. 
Disease and anguish feel his b1e<t control. 
And howling Kends release the tortured soul ; 
The beams of gladness hell's dark caves illume. 
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And Mercy broods above the distant gloom. 
Tbou palsied earth, with noonday night o'er- 

spread. 
Thou sickening sun, so dark, so deep, so red. 
Ye hov'ring ghosts, that throng tlie starless air. 
Why shakes the earth ? why fades the light ? 

declare. 
Are those his limbs, with ruthless scourges torn? 
His brows all bleeding with the twisted thorn ? 
His the pale fjrm, the meek forgiving eye. 
Raised from the cross in patient agony ? 
— Be dark, thou sun — thou noonday night, arise, 
And hide, 0«hide, the dreadful sacrifice. 
Ye faithful few, by bold affection led. 
Who round the Saviour's cross your sorrows 

shed. 
Not for his sake your tearful vigils keep ; — 
Weep for your country, for your children weep. 
— Vengeance, thy fiery wing their race pursued ; 
Thy thi! sty poniard blushed with infant blood. 
Roused at thy call, and panting still for game. 
The bird of war, the Lalian eagle came. 
Then Judah raged, by ruffian Discord led, 
Drunk with the steamy carnage of the dead : 
Ha saw bis sons by dubious slaughter fall. 
And war without, and death within the wall. 
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Wlde-waMing Plague, grant Famine, mad De- 

AdJ dire Debate,and clamorous Strife was there: 
LoTe^trangasDeath.ratainedhisnirghlnoinore, 
And Ihe pale parent drank her children's gore. 
Vellhey,nbo wont to roam ih' eDaatiguiaed 

pl.m. 
And spurn wiib fell delight their kindred sitin ; 
E'en they, when high abave Ihe dutty fight. 
Their burning Temple rose in lurid light, 
To their loved altars paid a parting groan, 
And in their country's woei forgot their own. 

As 'mid the cedar courts, and gales of gold. 
The trampled ranks in miry carnage rolled. 
To save tbeir Temjile every hand essayed. 
And with cold fingers grasped (he feeble bhde : 
Through their torn veins reliving fury ran, 
And life's Last anger warmed Ihe dying man. 

But heavier far the lettered captive's doom ; 
Toglut with sighs the iron ear of Rome ^ 
To swell, slow pacing by the car's tall side, 
T'he stoic tyrant's philosophie piide ; 
To flesh the lion's rav'nous Jaws, or feel 
The iportlve fury of Ihe fencer's steel ; 
Or pant, deep plunged benesth the sultry mine. 
For the li^l galea of balmy Pslestine. 

Ab, fruitful now no more,— an empty coast. 
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She mourned her sons enslaved, her glories lost. 
In her ^ide streets (he lonely raven bred, 
There barked the wolf, and dire hysenas fed. 
Yet midst her towery fanes, in ruin laid, 
The pilgrim saint his murmuring vespers paid. 
'T was his to climb the tufted rocks^ and rove 
The chequered twilight of the olive grove ; 
T was his to bend beneath the sacred gloom, 
And wear with many a kiss Messiah's tomb ; 
While forms celestial filled his tranced eye. 
The day-light dreams of pensive piety, 
0*er his still breast a tearful fervor stole^ 
And sofler sorrows charmed the mourner's soul. 

O, lives there onc,who mocks his artless zeal? 
Too proud to worship, and too wise to feel ? 
Be bis the soul with wintry Reason blest, 
The dull, lethargic sovereign of the breast. 
Be his the life that creeps in dead repose, 
No joy that sparkles, and no tear that flows. 

Far other they who reared yon pompous shrine 
And bade the rock witb Parian marble shine. 
Then hallowed Peace renewed her weidthj 

reign. 
Then altars smoked, and Sion smiled again. 
There sculptured gold and costly gems wei« seen. 
And all the bounties of the British queen ; 
There barb'rous kings their sandaled nations led,. 
And steel-clad cbampions bo^ed \,Vv<ft cx«%tftd 
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There, when her fiery race the desert poured. 
And pale Byuntium reared Medina's anard. 
When coward Aaia shaob in trembling wo. 
And bent appalled before the Bactrun bow ; 
From the moist regions of the wcsleni star 
The waod'ring hermit waited the stonn of war. 
Their limbs all iren, and Ibeir eoul< all flame, 
A couiilJess hod, the red-cross warriors came. 
E'en boary priests (be sacred combat wage. 
And clothe In steel the pahied arm of age ; 
Wliila beardless yoiilha and tender mdids assume 
The weighty morion and [he glancing plunie. 
In sportive pride the wanior damsels wield 
The pondetouH falrhion, and tie eunlike shield, 
And start to see (heir armor's Iron gleam 
Dance with blue lustie in Tabaria's stream. 

The blood -red banper floating o'er (heir van. 
All madly blithe (be mingled myriads ran. 
Impaiient Death behold his destined food. 
And havering vultures snufled the scent of blood. 

Not BUch Die numbers, nor (he host eo dread- 
By Northern Bretin or Scythian Timur led. 
Nor such the heart -inspiring xeal that bore 
United Greece to Phrygia's reedy shore. 
Tbera OmiI's proud knights nilh boastful iniea 

advanco. 
From tiia long line, and shake the come] liDoe ; 
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i with Thrace, in close battaliooB 

I 

ms, a soft inglorious band ; 

tern Norman joins the Austrian train, 

k tribes of late reviving Spain ; 

ck files, advancing firm and slow, 

VIbion twangs the deadly bow : — 

prompt the captive's wrong to aid 

n freedom's cause the freeman's gen- 

»lade. 

d spirits of the warrior dead, 

it force Britannia's armies led, 

cring falchions, foremost in the fight, 

I confusion on the Sotdan's might ; 

s biting axe and beamy spear, 

lering Edward, lion Richard, hear. 

call your crested pride resume, 

he marble slumbers of the tomb. 

>ehold, in arm, in heart the same, 

he footsteps of parental fame, 

nil their generous aid supply, 

he palm of Syrian chivalry. 

, from towery Malta's yielding isle, 

ten waters of reluctant Nile, 

I chief, — from Misraim's subject shore 

walls his trophied banners bore ; 

>ale desert marked his proud array , 



< 




PALESTINE. 

isolation hoped an ampler sway ; 

lero then triumphant Gaul dismayed ? 

rm repelled the victor renegade ? 

da's champion : — bathed in hostile blood, 

n the breach the dauntless seaman stood; 

ag Asia saw th* unequal fight, — 

lie pale cresent blessed the Christian's 

might. 

>f death ; O thirst, beyond control, 

ison conquest in th' invader^s soul. 

in, yet warm, by social footsteps trod, 

le red moat supplied a panting road ; 

le red moat our conquering thunders flew, 

flier still the grisly rampire grew. 

proudly glowed above the rescued tower * 

ivy cross that marked Britannia's power. 

still destruction sweeps the lonely plain, 

roes lift the generous sword in vain. '•* 

er her sky the clouds of anger roll, i 

od's revenge hangs heavy on her soul. \ 

sll she rise ; — but not by war restored, ^ 

iit in murder — planted by the sword. J 

alem, thou shalt rise ; thy Father's aid / 

leal tlie wound his chastening hand ha^' 

nde, 

jdge the proud oppressor's ruthless sf 
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burst his brazen bonds, and cast his cords 
A away. 
*^ Then on your tops shall deathless verdure spring; 
« Break forth, ye mountains, and, ye valleys,9ing. 
No more your thirsty rocks shall frown forlorn. 
The unbeliever's jest, the heathen's scorn ; 
,*i I The sultry sands shall tenfold harvests yield, 
And a new Eden deck the thorny field. 
E'en now, perchance,wide waving o'er the land, 
That mighty angel liAs his golden wand. 
Courts the bright vision of descending power, 
Tells every gate, and measures every tower-*) 
And chides the tardy seals that yet detain 
Thy Lion, Judah,from his destined reign. 
s> I And who is He ? the vast, the awful form, 
r. Girt with the whirlwind, sandaled with the 
storm ? 
A western cloud around his limbs is spread, 
His crown a rainbow, and a sun his head, 
To highest heaven he lifts his kingly hand, 
Aad treads at once the ocean and the land ; 
And, bark : his voice amid the thunder's roar, 
His dreadful voice, (hat time shall be no more. 
Lo, cherub hands the golden courts prepare, 
lU, thrones arise, and every saint is there. 



Earth's utmost bounds confess their awful sway, 
the mountains worship, and the isles obey. 
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""" is meir temple, 
'^nd shall not Israel 

Hail the glad beam,a 
On David's throne si 
And the dry bones b 
Hark, white-robed c 

raise, 
And the hoarse flood 
Ten thousand harps a 
Ten thousand thousarj 

'Worthy the Lamb, oi 
W'Jo died, who lives, i 
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'pT thtt dread season when th' indignant north 
Wed to vain wars her tardy numbers forth, 
en Frederic bent his ear to Europe's cry, 
fanned too late the flame of liberty ; 
ly feverish hope oppressed, and anxious thought, 
Dresden's grove the dewy cool I sought, 
rough tangled boughs the broken moonshine 
played, 

And Elbe slept soft beneath his linden shade — 
Yet slept not all ; — I heard the ceaseless jar. 
The rattling wagons, and the wheels of wUr, 
rbe sounding lash, the march's mingled hum. 
And, lost and heard by fits, the languid drum ; 
O'er the near bridge the thundering hoofs that 

trode. 
And the far-distant fife that thrilled along the 

road. 
Tea, tweet it seems across some watery dell 
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llDMtch the mu^corthepealini; bell; 

And street (a Mat, as on (he beach we itrajr, 

The ibip-boy's carol in (he weahby bay : 

But 9wee( do lea^.trhen Justice points the ipe&r, 

or martial wrath the gloriout d)a to hear. 

To catch the war-note on the quivering ^e. 

And bid the blood red paths of conquest hail. 

O, BODg of hope, too long delusive strain. 
And hearivc now thy flattering voice agalu ! 
But lite, nlas, I left thee cold and still. 
Stunned by the wnih of Heaven, an IVtlzeu't 

bill. 
0, on that hill may no kind month renew 
The fdrlile rain, the sparkling nimmer dew. 
Accuried of God, may those bleak summlla tell 
The field of anj^r wher* the mighty fell. 
There youthful Faith and high born Conrage rest, 
And, red with slaughter, Freedom'! humbled 

There Europe .soiled with bhad her tresses ^y. 
And ancient Honor's shield — all vilely thrown 

Thus mused my soul, an In succession dreu 
Rose each gKm shape of Wrath and Douhl an<j 

Fear. 
Defeat and ihame iu grizzly vision pBMed, 
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And Vengetnce, bought with blood, and glori- 
ous Death the last* 
Then as my gaze their waving eagles met, 
And through the night each sparkling bayonet, 
Still memory toM how Austria's evil hour 
Had felt on Praga's field a Frederic's power. 
And Gallia's vaunting train, and Mosco's horde. 
Had fleshed the maiden steel of Brunswic's 

sword. 
! yet, I deemed, that Fate, by Justice led. 
Might wreath once more the veteran't silver 

head; 
That Europe's ancient pride would yet disdain 
The cumbrous sceptre of a single reign; 
That conscious right would tenfold strengdi af- 
ford. 
And heaven assist the patriot's holy sword. 
And look in mercy through th* auspicious sky. 
To blesA the saviour host of Germany. 
And aro they dreams, these bodings, such as 
shed 
Their lonely comfort o'er the hermit's bed ? 
And are they dreams ? or can the Eternal Mind 
Care for a sparrow, yet neglect mankind ? 
Why, if the dubious battle own bis power. 
And the red sabre, where he bids, devour. 
Why then can one the curse of worlds deride, 
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And millions weep a tyracit's single pride .' 

Thus sadly musing, far my footsleps strayed. 
Rapt ID the visions uf the Aonian maia. 
It wai not she, whose lonely voice I bear 
Fall in soft whispers on my love-lorn ear ; 
My daily guest, who wont my steps to guide 
Through the green walks of scented even-tide, 
Or titrelcbed with me in noonday vase along, 
To list Itic icnpfir's chauni, or Ihroslle's soog; 
Bui sbeofloflierporl, whose ftrave control 
Sulci the fierce workings of the patriot's soul; 
She, whose high presence, o'erlhe midnight oi 
With hme's bright promise cheers the studeol' 

toil; 
That same was she, whose ancient lore refined 
The sober hardihood of Sidney's mind. 
Borne on her wing, no nM>re I seemed to rtive 
By Dresdra'i glllteiing iplres, and linden erovi 
No more tbs giant Elbe, all sUver bright, 
Spread hi« broad bosom lo the fair moonlight. 
While the still margent of his ample Hood 
Bore the dirh Image of the Saxon wood — 
(Voods happy once, thai heard the carols free 
Of rusdc love, and cbeerfiil Indoatry ; 
Now dal) and joyless He Ibeir alleys green. 
And silence marks the tract where France hi 
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Far other scenes than these my fancy viewed ; 
Rocks robed in ice, a mountain solitude ; 
Where on Helvetian hills, in godlike state. 
Alone and awful, £urope's angel sate. 
Silent ai2d stem he sate ; then bending low. 
Listened the ascending plaints of human wo. 
And waving as in grief his towery head, 
' Not yet, not yet the day of rest,' he said ; 
' It may not be. Destruction's gory wing 
Soars o'er the banners of the younger king. 
Too rashly brave, who seeks with single sway 
To stem the lava on its destined way. 
Poor, glittering warriors, only wont to know 
The bloodless pageant of a martial show ; 
Nurselings of peace, for fiercer fights prepare. 
And dread the step-dame sway of unaccustomed 

war. 
They fight, they bleed— O, had that blood 

been shed 
When Charles and valor Austria's armies led. 
Had these stood forth the righteous cause to 

shield. 
When victory wavered on Moravia's field. 
Then France had mourned her conquests made 

in vsdn. 
Her backward-beaten ranks, and countless slain. 
Then had the strength of Europe's fireedom- 

stood. 
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And still the Rhine had rolled a German flood. 
* O, nursed in many a wile,and practised long 
To spoil the poor, and cringe before the strong, 
To swell the victor's state, and hovering near, 
Like some base vulture in the battle's rear, 
To watch the carnage of the field, and share 
Each loathsome alms the prouder eagles spare : 
A curse is on thee, Brandenburgh, the sound 
Of Poland's wailing drags thee to the ground. 
And drunk with guilt, thy harlot lips shall know 
The bitter dregs of Austria's cup of wo. 
' Enough of vengeance. O'er the ensanguined 
plain 
I gaze, and seek their numerous host in vain. 
Gone like the locust band, when whirlwinds 

bear 
Their flimsy legions throQgh the waste of air. 
Enough of vengeance. By the glorious dead. 
Who bravely fell where youthful Lewis led. 
By Blucher's sword in fiercest danger tried. 
And the true heart that burst when Brunswic 

died. 
By her whose charms jthe coldest zeal might 

warm, 
The manliest firmness in (he fairest fornte — 
Save, Europe, save the remnant. — Yet remains 
One glorious path to free the world from chains. 
Why, when your northern band in Cylau'a wood 



'i 



EUROPE. 37 

Retreating struck, and tracked their course witli 

blood. 
While one firm rock the floods of ruin stayed. 
Why, generous Austria,were thy wheels delayed? 
And Albion !' — Darker sorrow veiled his brow — 
* Friend of the friendless — Albion,where art thou ? 
Child of the Sea, whose wing-like sails are spread. 
The covering cherub of the ocean's bed ; 
The storm and tempest render peace to thee. 
And the wild'Toaring waves a stem security. 
But hope not thou in Heaven's own strength to 

ride. 
Freedom's loved ark, u'er broad oppression's tide. 
If virtue leave thee, if thy careless eye 
Glance in contempt on Europe's agony. 
Alas ! where now the bands who wont to pour 
Their strong deliverance on the Egyptian shore ? 
Wing,wingyour course, a prostrate world to save, 
Triumphant squadrons of Trafalgar's wave. 

* And thou, blest star of Europe's darkest hour. 
Whose words were wisdom, and who^e counsels 

power. 
Whom Earth applauded through her peopled 

shores, 
(Alas! whom Earth too early lost deplores ;— ) 
Young without follies, without rashness bold. 
And groatly poor amidst a nation's gold \ 
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In every veering gale of faction true. 
Untarnished Chatham's genuine child, adieu. 
Unlike our common suns, whose gradual ray 
Expands from twilight to intenser day. 
Thy hlaze broke forth at once in full meridia 

sway. 
O, proved in danger, not the fiercest flame 
Of Discord's rag# thy constant soul could tame 
Not when, far- striding o'er thy palsied land, 
Gigantic Treason took his bolder stand ; 
Not when wild Zeal, by murderous Faction led 
On Wicklow's hills, her grass- green banne 

spread ; 
Or those stem conquerors of the restless wave 
Defied the native soil tliey wont to save. — 
Undaunted patriot, in that dreadful hour, 
When pride and genius own a sterner power* 
W^en the dimmed eyeball, and the strugglini 

breath. 
And pain, and terror, mark advancing death ;- 
Still in that breast thy country held her throne 
Thy toil, thy fear, thy prayer were hers alone, 
Thy last faint effort hers, and hers thy partin 

groan. 
Yes, from those lips while fainting nations drew 
Hope ever strong, and courage ever new ; — 
Yet, yet, I deemed, by that supporting hand 
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ped in her fall might Freedom^! ruin stind ; 
purged by fire, and stronger from the storm, 

graded Justice rear her reverend form. 

w, hope, adieu ; — adieu the generous care 

shield the weak, and tame the proud in war ; 

e golden chain of realms, when equal awe 
iPoised the strong balance of impartial law ; 
When rival states as federate sisters shone, 
J Alike, yet -various, and though many, one ; 
And, bright and numerous as the spangled sky. 
Beamed each fair star of Europe's galaxy — 
All, all are gone, and after- time shall trace 
One boundless rule, one undistinguished race ; 
Twilight of worth, where nought remains to move 
The patriot's ardor, or the subject's love. 

* Behold, e'en now, while every manly lore 
And every muse forsakes my yielding shore ; 
Faint, vapid fruits of slavery's sickly clime. 
Each tinsel art succeeds, and harlot rhyme ; 
To gild the vase, to bid the purple spread 
In sightly foldings o'er the Grecian bed. 
Their mimic guard where sculptured gryphons 

keep. 
And Memphian idols watch o'er beauty's sleep 
To rouse the slumbering sparks of faint desire 
With th^ base tinkling of the Teian lyre. 
While youth's enervate glance and gloating age 
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HMig o'or the masy waltz, or pagaant slagff. 
Each wayward with of sickly taste to pleaae. 
The nightly rei e) and the noontide ease — 
TheWi Europe, are thy toils, thy trophiea theae. 

' So, when wlde-msting hall, or whelming raia 
Have itrowed the bearded hope of goldea grain. 
From the wet furrow, Btruggliog to the skiBf, 
He fall, rank weeds id barren spleodor rLie ; 
And itrong, and towering o'er the mildewed ear. 
Uncomely Bowers and baoerul hertu appear : 
The awiin'a rich toils to useless poppies yield. 
And Famine stalks > long the purple Geld. 

' And thou, the poet's theme, the patriot's 
prayer : 
Where, France, thy hopea, thy glided promise 

When o'er Hontpelier's vines, and Jura's snows. 
All goodly bright, young Freedom's planet rose ! 
What boots it Don, (to our destruction braTe.) 
How strong thine arm in war i a valiant slave. 
What boots It now that wide thiee eagles sail. 
Fanned by the Ballering breath of conquest's gale. 
What, thai, high'piled witbin yon ample dome, 
The blood-bought treasures rest of Greece and 

Scourge of the highest, boll In vangeanee hurled 
By Heaven's dread justice on a shrinking world. 
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I 
Go, vanquished victor, bend thy proud helm dow n 

Before thy sullen tyrant's steely crown. [, 

For hiiD in Afric's sands, and Poland's snows, | , 

Reared by thy toil the shadowy laurel grows ; i' 

And ranic in German fields the harvest springs I 

Of pageant councils and obsequious kings. 

Such purple slaves, of glittering fetters vain, i 

Linked the wide circuit of the Latian chain ; 

And slaves like these shall every tyrant find. 

To gild oppression, and debase mankind. :< 

* O, live there yet whose hardy souls and high i ' 

Peace bought with shame, and tranquil bonds |, 

defy ? ji 

Who, driven from every shore, and lords in vain j! 

or the wide prison of the lonely main. 
Cling to their country's rights i^ith freebom zeal. 
More strong from every stroke, and patient of 

the steel ? 
Guiltless of chains, to them has Heaven consigned 
Th' entrusted cause of Europe and mankind : 
Or hope we yet In Sweden's martial snows 
That Freedom's weary foot may find repose ? 
No — from yon hermit shade, yon cypress dell. 
Where faintly peals the distant matin-bell ; 
Where bigot kings and tyrant priests had shed 
Their sleepy venom o'er his dreadful head ; 
He wake?, th' avenger— hark ! the hills around, 

3* 
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Uolamed Asturit Uda her elarioii souni] ; 
And muij ID iDcieiil rack, >nd fleecy plain. 
And many a Talliant heart returns the atnin : 
Heard by Ihtt ahore, where Calpe'a armed ateep 
Flinp itiloag ihadow o'er ih* Herculean ileep, 
And LucUn glades, whose hoary poplars wave 
In lOft, e»d munrnira over Inez' grave. 
Tbey bleaa the call who dired the first wilhilaod 
The Moilem iraalen ol Ihcir bleeding land, 
Wheo firm in fiillfa.and red irith slaughtered foei, 
1 by spear- encircled crown, Astiirii, rose. 
Nor these alone ; aa loud the war-notes Dwell, 
i^ Mancha'a shepherd quits his cork-buill cell ; 
Alhama's strength is there, and those who till 
(A hardy race !) Morena's scortched hill ; 
And in rude arms through wide Oallcia's reign, 
The swarthy vintage pours her vigorous train. 
' Saw ye those tribes 1 not titeirs Ih^ plumed 

He sightly trappings ofimarjhalled host ; 
No' weeping nations curse their ilendly skill, 
Eipert In dnnger, and inured to kill : — 
But their* the kindling eye, the strenuous ann ; 
Theirs the dark cheek, with ]intriDt ardor warm, 
Unblaoched by stuj<gard ease, or slavish fear. 
And proud and pure the blood that mantles (here. 
Tlieirs from the birth l« toll ;— o'er granite steep. 
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And heathy wild, to guaiid the wanderiag iheep. 
To urge the laboring mule, or bend the spear 
'Gaioat the night-pro wHog wolf, or felon bear; 
The buirs hoarse rage in dreadful sport to mock. 
And meet with single sword his bellowing shock. 
Each martial chant they know,each manly rhyme. 
Rude, ancient lays of Spain's heroic time. 
Of him in Xeres' carnage fearless found, 
(His glittering brows with hostile spear-heads 

bound ;) 
Of that chaste king whose hardy mountain train 
O'erthrew the knightly race of Charlemagne ; 
And chiefest him who reared his banner tall 
( Illustrious exile,) o'er Valencia's wall ; 
Ungraced by kings, whose Moorish title rose 
The toil-earned homage of his wondering foes. 

* Ves ; every mould'ring tower and haunted 

flood. 
And the wild murmurs of the waving wood ; 
Each sandy waste, and orange scented dell, 
And red Buraba's field, and Lugo, tell. 
How their brave fathers fought, how thick the 

invaders tell. 

* O, virtue long forgot, or vainly tried. 
To glut a bigot's zeal, or tyrant's pride ; 
Condemned in distant climes to bleed and die 
'Mid the dank poisons of Tkwcala's sky ; 
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Or when stem Austria stretched her lawless reign 
And spent in northern fights the flower of Spain; 
Or war's hoarse furies yelled on Ysell's shore. 
And Alva's ruffian sword was drunk with gore. 
Yet dared not then Tlascala's chiefe withstand 
The lofty daring of Castilia's band ; 
And weeping France her captive king deplored, 
And cursed the deathful point of Ebro's sword. 
Now, nerved with hope, their night of slavery 

past. 
Each heart beats high in freedom's buxom blast; 
Lo, Conquest calls, and beckoning from afar. 
Uplifts his laurel wreath, and M'aves them on to 

war. 
— Wo to th* usurper then, who dares defy 
The sturdy wrath of rustic loyalty. 
Wo to the hireling bands, foredoomed to feel 
How strong in labor's homy baud the steel. 
Behold e'en now, beneath yon Boetic skies 
Another Pa via bids her trophies rise. — 
E'en now in base disguise and friendly night 
Their robber-monan*h speeds bis secret flight ; 
And with new zeal the fiery Lusians rear, 
(Roused by their neighbor's worth,) the long- 
neglected spear. 
* So when stern winter chills the April showers. 
And iron frost forbids the timely flowers. 
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O, deem not thou the vigoroui herb below 
Is cruBheil and dead beneath the hicumbent snow* 
Such tardy suns shall wealthier harvests bring 
Than all the early smiles of flattering spring.' 

Sweet as the martial trumpet's silver swell, 
On my charmed sense th' unearthly accents fell ; 
Me wonder held, and joy chastised by fear, 
As one who wished, yet hardly hoped to hear. 
' Spirit/ I cried, * dread teacher, yet declare, 
In that good fight, shall Albion's arm be there ? 
Can Albion, brave, and wise, and proud, refrain 
To bail a Undred soul, and link her fate with 

Spain? 
Too long her sons, estranged from war and toil. 
Have loathed the safety of the sea-girt isle ; 
And chid the waves which pent their fire within. 
As the stalled vrar-horse woes the battle's din. 
O, by this throbbing heart, this patriot glow. 
Which, well i feel, each English breast shall 

know, 
Say,8hall my country, roused from deadly sleep. 
Crowd with her hardy sons yon western steep ; 
And shall once more the star of France grow pale. 
And dim its beams in Roncesvalles* vale ? 
Or shall foul sloth and timid doubt conspire 
To mar our zeal, and waste our manly fire ?' 

Still as I gazed, his lowering features spread, 
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High TON bii fono^od darkoeM veiied hli bead 
Faat rroiD hia eyes Ihe luddy lightniag brdke. 
To heaven be reared bia arm, and tbushe ipoke 

* Wo, trebly no to Iheir ilow zeal wbo bore 
Deliuire com&rt (o Iberia's shore. 
Who in mid conquest, TBUDting, yel dismayed. 
Now gave anil noir withdrair their laggard aid : 
Who, when each boaom glowed, each heart bM 

high. 
Chilled the |iure alream a( England'i ener^, 
Aad loBl in courtly rormi and bliad delay 
The loitered hours of glory's short- lived 'day. 

■ peerleu island, generous, bold, and free, 
Lost, ruined Albion, Europe mourns lor tbee. 
Hadst timu but iuiowu the hour in mercy given 
To stay tby doom, aad ward the ira of heaven ; 
Bared La the cause of man Ihy warrior breast. 
And crushed en yonder bills Ihe approaching peat 
Then had not murder sacked thy smiling pUin, 
And weallh.and worth,and wI?dom all been vain. 

' Yet, yet awake, while fear and wonder wait. 
On the poised baiance, iremblini; alill with fiice. 
If aught their worlb can plead, in battle tried. 
Who tinged with alaughter Tajo's cucdlbig tide ; 
(What time base truce the wheels of mtt couli 

And the wealt victor flung Us wreath anayl— . 
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iin, wbo, dc4ed in scanty bands afar, 
^d without hope the disproportioned war, 
checriy still, and patient of distress, 
their forwasted files on numbers numberless. 
Yes,through tlie march of many a weary day, 
yon daiic column toils his seaward way ; 
bare, and shrinking from th* inclement sky, 
le iangtud soldier bends him down (o die ; 
o'er those helpless limbs, by murder gored. 
The base pursuer waves his weaker sword, 
And,trod to earth, by trampling thousands pressed. 
The horse-hoof glances from that mangled breast; 
£*en in that hour his hope to England flies. 
And fame and vengeance fire his closing eyes. 

* O, if such hope can plead, or his, whose bier 
Drew from his conquering host their latest tear, 
Hliose skill, whose matchless valor, gilded flight. 
Entombed in foreign dust,a hasty soldier's rite ; — 
O, rouse thee yet to conquer and to save, 
And Wisdom guide the sword which Justice gave. 
*And yet Ihc end is not : from yonder towers. 
While one Saguntum mocks the victor's powers. 
While one brave heart defies a servile chain. 
And one true soldier wields a lance for Spain ; 
Trust not , vain tyrant, though thy spoiler band 
In tenfold myriads darken half the land ; 
(Vast as that power, against whose impious lord 
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BethullK's malron shook the Dighttj aword ;) 
Though ruth and fear thj woundless soul deiy. 
And ratal f;«Dias fire thy mHrlial eye ; 
Yet tni9t Dot here o'er yielding Tealms to ronm. 
Or cheaply bear a bloodless laurel hDine. 
' No, by His viewIeM arm whose righteous 

Defends lh« orphan's tear, (he poor man's prayer; 
Who, Lord of nature, o'er this changeful ball 
Decree* the rise of empires, and the fall : 
Wondrous in all his ways, unseen, unknown, 
Who treada the wine-press of the world alone : 
And robed in darkness, and surrounding fears. 
Speeds on Ibeir destined load tlie march of 

No : — shall yon eagle, from the snare set free. 
Sloop to thy wcist, or cower his wing for thee f 
And shall it tame despair, thy strong control. 
Or quench s nation's still reviving soul? — 
Cro, bid the force «f countless bands conspire 
To curb ttie wandering wind, or grasp (he fire ; 
Cast thy vain fetters on the troublous sea ! — 
But Spain, the brave, the virtu ous,shan be free.' 
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With heat o'erlabored and the length of way, 
On Ethan's beach the bands of Israel lay. 
'T was silence all, the sparkling sands along, 
Save where the locust trilled her feeble tiong, 
Or blended soft in drowsy cadence fell 
Tlie wave's low whisper or the camel's bell. — 
'T was silence all. — The flocks for shelter fly 
Where, waving light, the acacia shadows lie. 
Or where, from far, the flattering vapors make 
The noontide semblance of a misty lake : 
While the mute swain, in careless safety spread, 
With arms enfolded, and dejected head, 
Dreams o'er his wondrous call, his lineage high. 
And, late revealed, his children's destiny. 
For, not in vaia, in thraldom's d^\VL«%\.\v^>»^ 
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Hid sped from Annm'i toni the nord of pawei 
Nor biled tUe iJrMdful wand, whoM god-lit 

Could lun the locust from ber airy way. 
With reptile mr asaiil Ibelr proud abodci. 
And mar the giant pomporEgypt'agoda. 
O helpleii goda, who nought availed to riileld 
From fiery rain your Zoui'a favored field. 
O helpleai goda, nho saw the curdled blood 
Taint the purs lolui of your ancient flood. 
And fourfold -night the wondering earth enchaii: 
While Memaoa'a orient harp was beard in vain. 
Such niuslDga held the tribe*, till now the w«i 
With milder influeDce on their lemplea pressed 
And that portentous cloud which, all the day. 
Hung ita dark curtain o'er their weary way, 
(A cloud by day, a friendly flame by nighl,) 
Boiled ba^k ita mist; veii, and kindled into llgh 
Soft fell the eve. But, ere the day wal done, 
Tall, waving banner! atreaked the level sun ; 
And wide and dark along Ih* horizon red. 
In aandy surge the riling desert spread. — 
' Maik, Israel, mark!' — On that atraage ^t 

Id braatblBM terror, every eye waa bent, 
And busy faotion'* undislingulMd bum, 
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Ibmale shrieks arose, < They come, they 

cornel' 
I come, they come ; in sciDtillating show 
the dark mass the brazen lances glow, 
sandy clouds in countless shapes combine, 
leepens or extends the long tumultuous line, 
fjancy's keener glance e'en now may trace 
threatening aspects of each mingled race ; 
many a coal>bIack tribe and cany spear, 
lie hireling guards of Misraim's throne, were 

til ere. 
From distant Cush they trooped, a warrior train, 
Siwifa's green isle and Seonaar's marly plain : 
On either wing their fiery coursers check 
The parched and sinewy sons of Amalek : 
VVhile close behind, inured to feast on blood. 
Decked in Behemoth's spoils, the tall Shangalla 

strode. 
Mid blazing helms and bucklers rough with 

gold. 
Saw ye how swill the. scythed chariot rolled ? 
Lo, these are they whom, lords of Afric's fates, 
Did Thebes had poured through all her hundred 

gates, 
\fother of annies. How the emeralds glowed, 
Wliere, flushed with power and vengeance, Pha- 
raoh rode; 



^e priestly sistrum murmu 
Why swell (hese shouts th 

gloom ? 
Whom come ye forth to 

whom ? 

These flocks and herds-tf 
(raiu — 

Red from the scoui^e and rec 

<-°d of the poor, the poor an, 
Giver and Lord of freedom. 1 
^rlb, south, and west the sai 
The circling liorns of Egypt's 
Onearth'slast margin , lm,„- 

Their cloudy guide moves on 
swim the mam '• 

^W the Kght spray their snorU 
Nor Bathed a fetlock in the nau 
He comes-their leader com, 
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With limba that falter, and with hearts that swell, 
Down, down they pass — a steep and slippery dell 
Around them rise, in pristine chaos hurled. 
The ancient rocks, the secrets of the world ; 
And flowers that hlush beneath the ocean green. 
And caves, the sea-calves' low roofed haunt, are 

seen. 
Down, safely down the narrow pass they tread : 
The beetling waters storm above their head : 
While far behind retires the sinking day. 
And iades on Edom's hills its latest ray. 

Yet not from Israel fled the friendly light, 
Or dark to them, or cheerless came the night 
Still in their van, along that dreadful road. 
Blazed broad and flerce the brandished torch of 

God. 
Its meteor glare a tenfold lustre gave 
On the long mirror of the rosy wave : 
While its blest beams a sunlike heat supply. 
Warm every cheek and dance in every eye — 
To them alone — for Misraim*8 wizard train 
Invoke for light their monster* gods in vain : 
Clouds heaped on clouds their struggling sight 

conflne. 
And tenfold darkness broods above their line. 
Yet on they face by reckless vengeance led. 
And raoge uncoBsciotis through the ocean's bed. 
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Till niidiri; Don — that stringe ind fiery form 
flhowed hij dread viaags Kghteniog through the 

With nilhering splendor blaated all their miglil. 
And broke (heir chgjiot- wheels, and marred Ihetr 

coursers' flight 
■ FIj, Uisrairo, Sy :'— The raveaoiis fioodi the; 

Aim] fiercer fhaa the floods, (lie Deity. 
' Ply, Misralm, fly :' — From Edom's coral aCrand 
Again the prophet stretched hii dreadfiil wand ; — 
With one wild craih the thundering water* aweep. 
And all is waves — a dark and lonely deep— 
Tet o'er Ihose lonely waves auch murmurs pasti 
As mortal waiflng swelled the nighlly blast : 
And strange and ltd the whispering breezes bore 
The groans of Egypt to Arabia's shore. 

le the mom, where Israel 



In trustless wonder by the avenging flood : 
O, welcome came the cheerful mom, to show 
Tha drifled wreck ot Zoan'a ptlje beloff ; 
The mangled limbs of men— the broken car — 
A few awl relics of a nation's war : 
Alas, how few !— Then, tott as EUm's well 
Tlie precious (ears of new-born freedom fell. 
And he, whose hardened heart alike had born* 




THE RED SEA. 67 

The house of bondage and the oppressor's scorn 
The stubborn slave, by hope's new beams subdued. 
In faltering accents sobbed his gratitude — 
Till kindling into warmer zeal, around 
The virgin timbrel waked its silver sound : 
And in fierce joy, no more by doubt suppressed* 
The struggling spirit throbbed in Miriam's breast. 
She, with bare arms, and fixing on the sky 
The dark transparence of her lucid eye. 
Poured on the winds of heaven her wild sweet 

harmony, 
c Where now,' she sang, * the tall Egyptian spear ? 
On's sunlike shield, and Zoan's chariot, where ? 
Above their ranks the whelming waters spread. 
Shout, Israel, for the Lord ha-* triumphed.' — 
And every pause between, as Miriam sang. 
From tdbe to tribe the martial thunder rang. 
And loud and far their stormy chorus spread, — 
* Shout, Israel, for the Lord hath triumphed.' 
4 



LINES 

ON lobdobkhville'sinstaixation 



Yi vienlest jpjardlans of Ihese aacrrd ebades. 
Dear dre»Pu of early son^. Aonian maidsJ— 
And youi UluBlriouf dead, whose spirits speak 
Id every 6nah that lints the student's cheek, 
Ai, weiried niih ihe world, he seeks again 
The page of tMller limes and greater men ; 
If with pare worahip we your steps punue, 
And youth, and health, and rest forget ler you, 
(Wbon moat we terve, to whom our Ump bunu 

bright 
Through the long toils of not [n^ralelul night,) 
Tel, yet be present. — Let the worldly tiain 
Mock our cheap joys, and hate our uselen Mnir. 
Intent on freighted wealth, or proud to nu 
The fleece Iberian or the pampered sleer ; — 
Let sterner science wiih unwearied eye 
Explore the circling spheres and map &« Ay ; 
Hia long-dnm mole let lordly comineirc* wm. 



LORD GRENVILLE's INSTALLATION. 59 

Apd of his iron arch the rainbow span : 
Yet, while in burning characters impressed. 
The poet's lesson stamps the youthful breast, 
Bids the rapt boy o'er Buffering virtue bleed. 
Adore a brave or bless a gentle deed. 
And in warm feeling from the storied page 
Arise the saint, the hero, or the sage ; 
Such be our toil I — Nor doubt we to explore 
The thorny maze of dialectic lore. 
To climb the chariot of the godf>, or scan 
The secret workings of the soul of man ; 
Upborne aloft on Plato's eagle flight. 
Or the slow pinion of the Stagyrite ; 
And those gray spoils of Herculanean pride. 
If aught of yet untasted sweets they hide ; 
If Padua's sage be there, or art have power 
To wake Menander from his secret bower j 
Such be our toil !**-Nor vain the labor proves. 
Which Oxford honors, and which Grenville loves. 
— On, eloquent and firm ! — whose warning high 
Rebuked the rising surge of anarchy. 
When, like those brethren stars to seamen known. 
In kindred splendor Pitt and Grenville shone ; 
On in thy glorious course ; not yet the wave 
Has ceased to lash the shore, nor storm forgot to 

rave. 
Go on ; and , while adverse factions raise 
To thy pure worth involuntary praiae \ 
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EPITAPH ON A YOUNG NAVAL 
OFFICER, 

DKSIGNXD FOR A TOMB IN A IXAPORT TOWN 
IIT NORTH WALKS. 



Sailor^ if vigor nerre thy frame. 
If to high deeds thy soul is strung. 

Revere this stone, that gives to fame 
The brave»the virtuous, and the young. 

For manly beauty decked his form. 

His bright eye beamed with mental power; 

Resistless as the winter storm. 
Yet mild as summer's mildest shower. 

In war's hoarse rage, in ocean's strife. 
For skill, for force, for mercy known ; 

Still prompt to shield a comrade's life. 
And greatly careless of his own. 

Yet, youthful seaman, mourn not thou 
The fate these artless Hues recall ; 

No, Cambrian, no, be thine the vow, 
Like bim to live, like him to fall. 
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But hast thou known a father's care. 
Who sorrowing sent thee forth to sea ; 

Poured for thy weal the unceasing prayer, 
And thought, the sleepless night, on thee ? 

Has e'er thy tender fiincy flown, 
When winds were strong and waves were 
high, 

Where, listening to the tempest's moan, 
Thy sisters heaved the anxious sigh ? 

Or in the darkest hour of dread, 
'Mid war's wild din, and ocean's swell, 

Hast mourned a hero brother dead, 
And did that brother love thee well ? 

Then pity those whose sorrows flow 
In vain o'er Shipley's empty grave ; — 

Sailor, thou weep'st : — Indulge thy wo ; 
Such tears will not disgrace the brave. 
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AN EVENING WALK IN BENGAL. 



j' Our task is done ; on Gunga*s breast 
The sun is sinking down to rest ; 
And moored beneath the tamarind bough. 
Our bark has found its harbor now. 
With furled sail, and painted side, 
Behold the tiny frigate ride. 
Upon her deck, *mid charcoal gleams. 
The Moslems' savory supper steams, 
While all apart, beneath the wood, 
The Hindoo cooks his simpler food. 

Come, walk with me the jungle through; 
If yonder hunter told us true. 
Far off, in desert dank and rude. 
The tiger holds his solitude ; 
Nor (taught by secret charm to shun 
The thunders of the English gun,) 
A dreadfulguest but rarely seen, 
Returns to scare the village green. 
Come boldly on ; no venomed snake 
Can shelter in so cool a brake : 
Child of the sun, he loves to He 
*Mid nature's embers parched and dry, 
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Wbere, o'er aome tower In ruin Uiil, 
Tbe peepul spreads hi hauDled ahade. 
Or Touod a lomb hw scale* t« wrealbe. 
Fit warder in Ihe gale of dealh . 
Come on — jel pause : behold ui now 
Beneath the byoiboo'i arched bough. 
Where gemmiug oft thai sicred gloom, 
Glowt Ihe geraaiuio's scarlet bloom, 
And winds our path through many a bowei 
Of fragrant tree and giant flower ; 
The ceiba's crimson pomp displayed 
O'er the broad plaatain's humbler shade. 
And dusk anana's prickly blade ; 
While o'er the brake, so wild and fait. 
The betel wares his crest in lur. 
WUb pendent train and rushing win;s, 
Alofl the gorgeous-peacock springs ; 
And he, the bird of hundred dyes. 
Whose plumes ttie dames of Ava prize. 
So rich a (hade, so green a sod. 
Oar English fairies never trod ; 
. Yet who in Indian bower has stood. 
But thought on Enj^land'i ' good green wood 
And blened, beneath the palmy ibsde. 
Her haiel and her hawtbom glade. 
And breathed a prayer, (how oft in vain,> 
To gaze upon her oaks again ! 
A Ovee to Ibought .' the jackal's cry 
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Resounds like sylvan revelry ; 
And through the trees, yon failing ray 
Will scantly serve to guide our way. 
Yet mark : as fade the upper skies, 
Each thicket opes ten thousand eyes. 
Before, beside us, and above. 
The fire-fly lights his lamp of love. 
Retreating, chasing, sinking, soaring. 
The darkness of the copse exploring ; 
While to this cooler air confessed. 
The hroad Dhatura bares her breast. 
Of fragrant scent, and virgin white^ 
A pearl around the locks of night ; 
Still as we pass, in softened hum. 
Along the breezy valleys come 
The village song, the horn, the drum. 
Still as we pass, from bush and briar. 
The shrill cigala strikes his lyre ; 
And what is she, whose liquid strain 
Thrills through yon copse of sugar-cane ? 
I know that soul-entrancing swell ! 
It is, — it must be, — Philomel ! 

Enough, enough, the rustling trees 
Announce a shower upon the breeze, — 
The flashes of the summer sky 
Assume a deeper, ruddier dye ; 
Ton lamp that trembles on the stream, 
Frotn forth our cabin sheds its beam ; 
4* 
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And we must early steep to 6nd 
Betimea the morning's healthy wind. 
But O, wilb thankful hearts confers. 
E'en here there may be happiness ; 
And He, the baunlenus Sire, has given 
Hii peace on earth, hia hope of heaven ! 
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LINES WRITTEN TO HIS WIFE, 

WHILE ON A VISIT TO UPPER 

INDIA. 



If thou wert by my side, my love, 
How fast would evening fail 

In green Bengala's palmy grove. 
Listening the nightingale. 

If thou, my love, wert by my side, 

My babies at my knee, 
How gayly would our pinnace glide 

O'er Gunga's mimic sea. 

I miss thee at the dawning gray, 
When, on our deck reclined. 

In careless ease my limbs I lay, 
And woo the cooler wind. 



I miss thee when by Gunga's stream 

My twilight steps I guide, 
But most beneath the lamp's pale beam, 

I miss thee from my side. 




. . „„ penctt try. 
' "^y "^""^'^lio Acer. 

A eve lV»e b*«^' 
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HAPPINESS. 



Oirs morning in the month of May 
I wandered o'er the hill ; 

Though nature all around was gay, 
My heart was heavy still. 

Can God, I thought, the just, the gr 
These meaner creatures bless. 

And yet deny to man's estate 
The boon of happiness ? 

TeU me, ye woods, ye smiling plain 

Ye blessed birds around, 
In which of nature's wide domains 

Can bliss for man be found. 

The birds wild carolled over head. 
The breeze around me blew. 

And nature's awful chorus said — 
No bliss for man she knew. ., 
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I questioned love, whose early ray. 

So rosy bright appears. 
And heard the timid genius say 

Uis light was dimmed by tears. 

I questioned friendship : Friendship sighe 
And thus her answer gave — 

The few whom fortune never turned 
Were withered in the grave. 

I asked if vice could bliss bestow ? 

Vice boasted loud and well. 
But fading from her withered brow. 

The borrowed roses fell. 

I sought of feeling, if her skill 
Could soothe the wounded breast ; 

And found her mourning, faint and still. 
For others' woes distressed. 

I questioned virtue ; virtue sighed. 
No boon could she dispense->- 

Nor virtue was her name, she cried. 
But humble penitence. 

I questioned death — the grisly shade 
Relaxed his brow severe — 

And ' J am happiness,' he said, 
*Jf Virtue guides thee here/ 
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THE MOONLIGHT MARCH. 



I see them on their winding way, 
About their ranks the moonbeams play ; 
Their lofty deeds and daring high 
Blend with the notes of victory. 
And waving arms^ and banners bright. 
Are glancing in the mellow light : 
They're lost, and gone ; the moon is past, 
The wood's dark shade is o'er them cast ; 
And fainter, fainter, fainter still 
The march is rising o'er the hill. 

Again, again the pealing drum. 

The clashing horn — they come, they come ; 

Through rocky pass, o'er wooded steep, 

In long and glittering files they sweep. 

And nearer, nearer, yet more near, 

'Kheir softened chorus meets the ear ; 

Forth, forth, and meet them on their way ; 

The trampling hoofs brook no delay; 

With thrilling life and pealing drum, 

And clashing horn, ihey come, U\«^ coma. 
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RiFLBCTED on the Uke 1 1ov« 

To see (he slara of evening glow. 
So tranquil in tlie hesvena above. 

So restleis Id the wave below. 

Thus heavenly hope is til Bereoe, 
But earthly hope, how hright aoe' 

Still flueCuales o'er this changing ac 
Ac raise and Aeeting as 'tis fair. 






FAREWELL. 






Whkit eyes are beaming 

What never tongue might tell; 
When tears are streaming 
From their crystal cell ; 
When hands are linked that dread to 
And heart is met by throbbing heart, 
O, bitter, bitter is the smart 
Of them that bid farewell. 

When hope is chidden 

That fain of bliss would tell. 
And loTe forbidden 

In the breast to dwell ; 
When fettered by a viewless chain. 
We turn and gaze, and turn again, 
O, death were mercy to the pain 
Of them that bid ferewell. 




VESPERS. 



God, that madest Earth and Heaven, 

Darkness and light. 
Who the day for toil hast given. 

For rest the night. 
May thine angel guards defend us. 
Slumber sweet thy mercy send us, 
Holy dreams and hopes attend us. 

This livelong night. 



TO LIEUTENANT GENERAL 
ROWLAND HILL, K. B. 



Hiuc, whose high daring with renewed sue 
Hath cheered our tardy war, what time 

cloud 
Of expectation, dark and comfortless^ 
Hung on the mountains ; and yon factious cr 
Blasphemed their country's valor, babbling 1 
Then was thine arm revealed, to whose yc 

might. 
By Toulon's leaguered wall, the fiercest boi 
Whom Egypt honored, and the dubious figl 
Of Sad Coruiina's winter, and more bright 
Douro, and Talavera's gory bays ; 
Wise, modest, brave, in danger foremost fou 
still,young warrior ,may thy toil-eamed pr 
With England*^ love, and England's hi 

crowned, 
Gild with delight thy &ther*s latter days. 




[ITATION OF AN ODE BY KOODRUT, 
IN HINDOOSTANEE, 



[BiTioir*8 voice was in my ear, she whispered 

yesterday, 
low goodly is the land of Room, how wide 

the Russian sway. 
iw blest to conquer either reahn, and dwell 

through life to come, 
lied by the harp's melodious string, cheered 

by the northern drum.' 
t wisdom heard ; * O youth,' she said, * in 

passion's fetter tied, 
come and see a sight with me shall cure thee 

of thy pride. ' 
e led me to a lotoely dell, a sad and shady 

ground, 
lere many an ancient sepulchre gleamed in 

the moonshine round. 

d * here Secunder sleeps,* she cried ; — * this 
is his rival's stone ; 

d here the mighty chief reclines who reared 

the Median throne. 
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IMITATION OF AN ODE. 



77 



JT, 



Inquire of these, doth aught of all their ancient 

pomp remain. 
Save late regret, and hitter tears forever, and in 

vain ? 
Return, return, and in thy heart engraven keep 

my lore ; 
The lesser wealth, the lighter load,— small blame 

betides the poor.' 
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HYMNS. 



ADVENT SUNDAY. 

Matt. xxi. 

losANNA to the living Lord ; 
losanoa to the incarnate Word ; 
To Christ, Creator, Saviour, King, 
jet earth, let heaven, Hosanna sing; 

Hosanna, Lord, Hosanna in the highest. 

Sosanna, Lord, thine angels cry ; 
ffosanna. Lord, thy saints reply'; 
ibovej beneath us, and around, 
rhe dead and living swell the sound ; 

Hosanna, Lord, Hosanna in the highest. 

3, Saviour, with protecting care. 
Return to this thy house of prayer, 
Assembled in thy sacred name, 
W^here we thy parting promise claiixk 

Hosanna, Lord, Hosanna in the highest. 
5 
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But, chiefest, in our cleansed breast. 
Eternal, bid thy spirit rest. 
And make our secret soul to be 
A temple pure, and worthy thee. 

Hosanna, Lord^ Homnna in the highest 

So in the last and dreadiul day^ 
When earth and heaven shall melt away. 
Thy flock, redeemed from sinful stain, 
Shall swell the sound of praise again, 

Hosanna, Lord, Hosanna in the highest. 



r 
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SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

JOHK I. 

Thc Lord will come, the earth shall quake. 
The hills their fixed seat forsake ; 
And, withering, from the vault of night 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 

The Lord will come, but not the same 

As once in lowly form he came, 

A silent lamb to slaughter led. 

The bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 

The Lord will come, a dreadful form. 
With wreath of flame, and robe of storm. 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind, 
Anointed Judge of human-kind. 

Can this be He who wont to stray 

A pilgrim on the world's highway ; 

By power oppressed and mocked by pride ? 

God, is this the crucified ? 

Go, tyrants, to the rocks complain. 
Go, seek the mountain's ,cleft in vain ; 
But fidth, victorious o'er the tomb, 
Shall siiig for joy — ^the Lord is come. 
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SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 
Ldke hi. 
In the sun and mooa and slara 

Signs and wundera there shall be ; 
Eirlh shall quite wilh Inward wars. 
Nation? nith perplexity. 

Soon >ha[] ocean's hoary deep, 

Tossed nith stronger lempeela, rise ; 

Darker storms the moun tain sweep. 
Redder lightning rend ihe allies. 

Eri' Ihoiigli Is shall shake the proud. 
Racking doubt and restless fear ; 

And amid Ihe thunder cloud 
Shall Ihe Judge of men appear. 

But tliough from that awful face 

Heaven shall fade and earth shall fly. 

Fear not ye, his chosen race, 
Vour redemption drawelh nigh. 



THIRD SUNDAY IN ADVENT, 

Matt. xi. 
0, Saviour, is thy promise fled ? 

No longer might thy grace endure, 
To heal the sick and raise the dead, 

And preach thy gospel to the poor ? 

Come, Jesus, come, return again ; 

With brighter beam thy servants bless. 
Who long to fee! thy perfect reign. 

And share thy kingdom's happiness. 

A feeble race, by passion driven. 
In darkness and in doubt we roam, 

And lift our anxious eyes to heaven. 
Our hope, our harbor, and our home. 

Yet, *mid^tbe wild and wintry gate. 
When death rides darkly o*er the sea. 

And strength and earthly daring fail. 
Our prayers. Redeemer, rest on thee. 

Come, Jesus, come, and, as of yore 
The prophet went to clear thy way, 

A harbinger thy feet before, 
A dawning to thy brighter day : 

So now may grace with heavenly shower 
Our stony hearts for truth prepare; 

Sow in our souls the seed of power, 
Then come and reap thy harvest thete* 
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THE FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

The world is grown old, and her pleasures are 

past; 
The world is grown old, and her form may not 

last ; 
The world is grown old, and trembles for fear; 
For sorrows abound and judgment is near. 

The sun in the heaven is languid and pale ; 
And feeble and few are the fruits of the vale ; 
And the hearts of the nations fail them for fear. 
For the world is grown old, and judgment is 
near. 

Tlie king on his throne, the bride in her bower, 
Tlie children of pleasure all (eel the sa<l hour; 
The roses are faded, and tasteless the cheer, 
For the world is grown old,and judgment is near. 

The world is grown old, — but should we com- 
plain, 
Who have tried her and know that her promise 

is vain ? 
Our heart is in heaven, our home is not here. 
And we look for our crown when judgment is 

near. 
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CHRISTMAS PAY. 

O, Saviour, whom this holy morn 

Gave to our world below, 
To mortal want and labor bom, 

And mere than mortal wo ; 

Incarnate Word, by every grief. 

By each temptation tried, 
Who lives to yield our ills relief, 

And to redeem us died ; 

If gaily clothed and proudly fed, 
In dangerous wealth we dwell, 

Remind us of thy manger bed. 
And lowly cottage cell. 

If pressed by poverty severe. 

In envious want we pine, 
O may thy spirit whisper near, 

How poor a lot was thine. 

Through fickle fortune's vaiious scene 

From sin preserve us free; 
Like OS thou hast a mourner been, 

May we rejoice with thee. 
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ST Stephen's day. 



The Son of God goes forth to war, 

A Idngly crown to gain ; 
His blood-red banner streams afar; 

Who follows in his train ? 
Who best can drink his cup of wo. 

Triumphant over pain, 
Who patient bears his cross below. 

He follows in his train. 

The martyr first, whose eagle eye 

Could pierce beyond the grave ; 
Who saw his Master in the sky^ 

And called on him to save. 
Like Him, with pardon on his tongue 

In midst of mortal pain. 
He prayed for them that did the wrong. 

Who foUows in his train i 

A glorious band, the chosen few. 

On whom the spirit came ; 
Twelve valiant saints, their hope they knew» 

And mocked the cross and flame. 
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They met the tyrant's brandished steel. 

The lion's gory mane : 
They bowed their necks the death to feel. 

Who follows in their train ? 

A noble army — men and boys, 

The matron and the maid, 
Around the Saviour's throne rejoice. 

In robes of light arrayed. 
They climbed the steep ascent of Heaven, 

Through peril, toil, and pain. 
O God, to us may grace be given 

To follow in their train. 
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ST JOHN THE EVANGELIST'S DAY, 



O God, who gav'st fhy servant grace. 
Amid the storms of life distressed. 

To loolc on thine incarnate face. 
And lean on thy protecting breast : 

To see the light that dimly ^one, 
Eclipsed for us in sorrow pale, 

Pure Image of the Eternal One, 
Through shadows of thy mortal veil. 

Be ours, O King of mercy, still 
To feel thy presence from above. 

And in thy word, and in thy will. 

To hear thy voice and know thy love ; 

And when the toils of life aro done, 
And nature waits thy dread decree. 

To find our rest beneath thy throne. 
And look, in humble hope, to Thee. 
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innocent's day. 



O weep not o*er thy children's tomh, 

O Rachel, weep not so : 
The bud is crept by martyrdom. 

The flower in heaven shall blow. 

Firstlings of faith, the murderer's knife 

Has missed its deadliest aim : 
The God for whom they gave their life, 

For them to suffer came. 

Though feeble were their days and few. 

Baptized in blood and pain. 
He knows them, whom they never knew. 

And they shall live again. 

Then weep not o*er thy children's tomb, 

O Rachel, weep not so : 
The bud is crept by martyrdom. 

The flower in heaven shall blow. 
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SUNDAY AFTER CHRISTMAS ; 01 
CIRCUMCISION. 

Lord of mercy and of might, 
Of mankind the life and light, 
Maker, teacher infinite, 

Jesus, hear and save. 

Who, when sin*s tremendous doom 
Gave Creation to the tomb. 
Didst not scorn the Virgin's womb, 
Jesus, hear and save. 

Mighty monarch. Saviour mild. 
Humbled to a mortal child, 
Captive, beaten, bound, reviled, 
Jesus, hear and save. 

Throned above celestial things, 
Borne alod on angel's wings. 
Lord of lords, and King of kings, 
Jesus, hear and save. 

Who shalt yet return from high. 
Robed in might and majesty. 
Hear us, help us when we cry, 
Jesus, hear and save. 
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EPIPHANY. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning. 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid. 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Cold on his cradle the dew drops are shining. 
Low lies his head ivith the beasts of the stall, 

Angels adore him in slumber reclining. 
Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all. 

Say, shall we yield hiro,in costly devotion. 
Odors of Edom and offerings divine ? 

Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean. 
Myrrh from the forest or gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ampler oblation ; 

Vainly with gifts would his favor secure : 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration ; 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning. 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid. 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 
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FIRST SUNDAY AFTfiR EPIPHANY, 

Lttke II. 

AsASHBD be all the boast of age, 

Be hoary learniiig dumb, 
Expounder of tbe mystic page. 

Behold an in&nt come. 

O Wisdom, whose unfading power 

Beside the Etemid stood, 
To frame, in nature's earliest hour. 

The land, the sky, the flood ; 

Yet didst not Thou disdain awhile 

An infant form to wear ; 
To bless thy mother with a smile. 

And lisp thy faltered prayer. 

But, in thy Father's own abode. 

With IsraePs elders round. 
Conversing high with Israel's God, 

Thy chiefest joy was found. 

So may our youth adore thy name. 

And, Saviour, deign to bless 
With fosteiing graee the timid flame 

Of early holiness. 
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FIRST SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

By cool SiloamTs shady rill 

How sweet the lily ^rows. 
How sweet the breath beneath the hill 

Of Sharon's dewy rose. 

L.0, such the child whose early feet 
The patths of peace have trod ; 

Whose secret heart, with Influence sw6et. 
Is upward drawn to God. 

By cool Slloam's shady rill 

The lily must decay ; 
The rose that blooms. beneath the hill 

Must shortly fade awi^. 

And soon, too soon, the witttry hour 

Of man's maturer age. 
Will shake the soul #ith sofrdw's power, 

And stormy pati^dn's rage. 

O Thou, whose infant feet were foUnd 

Within thy Father's shrine, 
Whose years,with changeless virtue crowded 

Were all alike divine, 

Dependent on tliy bounteous breath. 

We seek thy grace alone, 
In childhood, manhood, age and deaths 

To keep us still thine own. 
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FOR THE SAME. 

IircARirATK Word, who, wont to dwell 
In lowly shape and cottage cell, 
Didst not refuse a guest to be 
At Caoa's poor festivity : 

O, when our soul from care is free, 
Then, Saviour, may we think on Thee, 
And seated at the festal board. 
In Fancy's eye behold the Lord. 

Then may we seem, in Fancy's ear. 
Thy manna-dropping tongue to hear. 
And think, — even now, thy searching gaze 
Each secret of our soul survey? ! 

So may such joy, chastised and pure. 
Beyond the bounds of earth endure ; 
Nor pleasure in the wounded mind 
Shall leave a rankling sting behind. 
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FOR THE SAME. 

When on her Maker's bosom 
The new-born e&rth was laid, 

And nature's opening blossom 
Its fairest bloom displayed ; 

When all with fruit and flowers 
The laughing soil was dressed, 

And Eden's fragrant bowers 
Received their human guest ; 

No sin bis face defiling, 
The heir of Nature stood, 

And God, benignly smiling, 
Beheld that all was good. 

Yet in that hour of blessing, 
A single want was known ; 

A wish the heart distressing; 
For Adam was alone. 

O, God of pure aflfection. 
By men and saints adored. 

Who gavesl thy protection 
To Cana's nuptial board. 

May 8uch thy bounties ever 
To wedded love be shown, 

And no rude hand dissever 
Whom thou hast linked in one. 
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THIRD SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

Matt. viii. 

Lord, whose love, in power excelling, 
Washed the leper's stain away, 

Jesus, from thy heavenly dwelling, 
Hear us, help us, when we pray. 

From the filth of vice and folly. 
From infuriate passion's rage. 

Evil thoughts and hopes unholy. 
Heedless youth and selfish age ; 

From the lusts whose deep pollutions 
Adam's ancient taint disclose. 

From the tempter's dark intrusions, 
Restless doubt and blind repose ; 

From the miser's cursed treasure. 

From the drunkard's jest obscene, 
From the world, its pomp and pleasure, 
Jesus, Master, make us clean. 
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FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY, 

Whew through the torn sail the wild tempest is 

streaming, 
When o'er the dark wave the red ligfatniog is 

gleaming, 
Nor hope lends a ray the poor seamen to cherish. 
We fly to our Maker — 'Help, Lord, or we 

perish.' 

O, Jesus, once tossed on the breast of the billow, 
Aroused by the shriek of despair from thy pillow. 
Now seated in glory, the mariner cherish. 
Who cries in his danger — * Help, Lord, or we 
perish.' 

And 0, when the whirlwind of passion is raging. 
When hell in our heart his wild warfare is waging. 
Arise in thy strength thy redeemed to cherish. 
Rebuke the destroyer — *Help, Lord, or we 
perish.' 



101 

SEPTUAGESIMA SUNDAY, 

Thx Grod of Glory walks his round. 
From day to day, from year to year, 
And warns us each with awful sound, 

* No longer stand ye idle here. 

* Ye whose young cheeks are rosy bright,^ 
Whose hands are strong, whose hearts are 

clear. 
Waste not of hope the morning light, 
Ah, fools, why stand ye idle here? 

* O, as the griefs ye would assuage 
That watt on lifers declining year, 
Secure a blessing for your age, 

And work your Maker's business here. , 

* And ye, whose locks of scanty gray 
Foretell your latest travail near, 
How swiftly fades your worthless day, 
And stand ye yet so idle here ? 

* One hour remains, there is but one. 
But many a shriek and many a tear 
Through endless years the guilt must moan 
Of moments lost and wasted here.' 

O Thou, by all thy works adored. 
To whom the sinner's soul is dear, 
Recall us to thy vineyard. Lord, 
Aad grant us grzce to please lYveeVvex^. 
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SEXAGESIMA SUNDAY, 

* 

God, by whom the seed is giVen ; 
By whom the harvest blesaed ; 
Whose word Kke manna showered from bea 
Is planted in our breast ; 

Preserve it from the pasting feet. 
And plunderers of the air ; 
The sultry sun's intenser heat, 
And weeds of worldly care ; 

Though buried deep or thinly strown. 
Do thou thy grace supply ; 
The hope in earthly furrows sown 
Shall ripen in the sky. 
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THIRD SUNDAY IN LENT. 

ViKOiiv-bom, we bow before dice ; 
Blessed was the womb that bore thee ; 
Mary, mother meek and mild. 
Blessed was she ia her childr 

Blessed was the breast that fed thee, 
Blessed was the hand that led thee. 
Blessed was the parent's eye 
That watched thy slumbering infancy. 

BlAssed she by all creation. 
Who brought forth the world's salvation. 
And blessed they, for ever blessed. 
Who love thee most and serve thee best. 

Virgin-bom, we bow before thee ; 
Bksied was the womb that bore thee ; 
Mary, mother meek and mild. 
Blessed was she in her child. 
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FOURTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

O, KiDg of earth and air and sea, 
The hungry ravens cry to thee ; 
To thee the scaly tribes that sweep 
The bosom of the boundless deep ; 

To thee the lions roaring call. 
The common Father, kind to all ; 
Then grant thy servants, Lord, we pray, 
Our daily bread from day to day. 

The fishes may for food complain ; 
The ravens spread their wings in vain ; 
The roaring lions lack und pine ; 
But, God ! thou carest still for thine. 

Thy bounteous hand with food can bless 
The bleak and lonely wilderness ; 
And thou hast taught us, Lord, to pray 
For daily bread from day to day. 

And 0, when through the wilds we roam 
That part us from our heavenly home ; 
When lost in danger, want, and wo. 
Our faithless tears begin to flow; 

Do thou thy gracious comfort give. 
By which alone the soul may live ; 
And grant thy servants. Lord, we pray, 
The bread of life from day to day. 
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FIFTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

O Tboa, whom neither time nor space 
Can circle in, unseen, miifemown. 

Nor faith in boldest flight can trace. 
Save through thy Spirit and thy Son ; 

And ThoQ, that from thy bright abode. 
To us in mortal weakness shown, 

Didst graft the manhood into God, 
Eternal, co-eternat Son ; 

And Thou, whose unction from on high 
By comfort, light, and love is known. 

Who, with the parent Deity, 
Dread Spirit, art for ever one ! 

Great First and Last, thy blessing give. 
And grant us Mth, thy gift alone. 

To love and praise thee while we live, 
And do whate'er thou wouldst have done. 
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GOOD FI^IDAY. 

O more than merciful ! whose bouifty gave 
Thy guiltleiji self^o glut the greedy grave, 
Whose heart win rent to pay thy people's price, 
'the great High-piiest at once and sacrifice ; 
Help, Saviour, by thy cross and crimson stain. 
Nor let thy glorious blood be spilt in vain. 

When sin with flowery garland hides her dart, 
When tyrant force would daunt the sinking heart. 
When fleshly lust assails, or woridfy care. 
Or the soul flutters in the fowler's snare, — 
Help, Saviour, by thy cross and crimson stain, 
Nor let thy glorious blood be spilt in vain. 

And, chiefest then, when nature yields the strife. 
And mortal darkness wraps the gate of life. 
When the poor spirit, from the tomb set free. 
Sinks at thy feet and lifts its hopes to thee — 
, Help, Saviour, by thy cross and crimson stain. 
Nor let thy glorious blood be spilt in vain. 
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EASTER DAY. 

Goo is gone up with a merry noise ~ 
O^ saints t^tsing on high: ^ 

With bis own right hand and his holy arm 
He bath won the victory. 

Now empty are the courts of deaths 
And crushed thy sting, despair : 

And roses bloom in the desert tomb, 
For Jesus hath been there. j 

And he hath tamed the strength of hell, 
And dragged him through the sky. 

And captive behind his chariot wheel, 
He hath bound captivity. 

God is gone up with a merry noise 

Of saints that sing on high ; 
With his own right hand and his holy arm 

He hath won the victory. 



I 
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FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 



Life nor Death shall us dissever 
From his love who reigns for ever. 
Will he fail us i Never, never, 
When to him we cry. 

Sin may seek to snare us. 
Fiery passion tear us, 
Doubt and fear and grim despair. 
Their fangs against us try : 

But his might shall still defend us. 
And his blessed Son befriend us. 
And his Holy Spirit send us 
Comfort ere we die. 
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ASCENSION DAY, AND SUNDAY AF- 

TER, 



* Sit thou on my right band, ' my . Son T «aith 

the Lord. 

* Sit thou on my right hand, my Son, 

Till in the fatal hour 
Of my wrath, and my power, 
Thy foes shall be a footstool to thy throne. 

< Prayer shall be made to thee, my Son,' saith 

the Lord. 

< Prayer shall be made to thee, my Son, 

From earth and air and sea. 
And all that in them be, 
Which thou for thine heritage hast won.* 

' Daily be thou praised, my Son,' saith the Lord. 

' Daily be thou praised, my Son. 
And all that live and move. 
Let them bless thy bleeding love. 

And the work which thy worthiness hath done.' 



Ill 

WHITSUNDAY. 

Spirit of Truth, on this thy day 

To thee for help we cry ; 
To guide us through the dreary way 

Of dark mortality. 

We ask not, Lord, thy cloven flame, 

Or tongues of various tone ; 
But long thy praises to proclaim 

With fervor in our own. 

We mourn not that prophetic skill 

Is found on earth no more ; 
Enough for us to trace thy will 

In Scripture's sacred lore. 

We neither have nor seek the power 

lU demons to control ; 
But thou in dark temptation's hour, 

Shalt chase them from the soul. 

No heavenly harpings soothe our ear, 

No mystic dreams we share ; 
Yet hope to feel thy comfort near. 

And hldss thee in our prayer. 

When tongues shall cease and power decay, 

And knowledge empty prove. 
Do thou thy trembling servants stay 

With faith, with hope, with love. 
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TRINITY SUNDAY. 

Holy, holy, holy. Lord God Almighty, 
Early in the morning our song shall rise to thee ; 

Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty i 
God in three persons, blessed Trinity. 

Holy, holy, holy, all the saints adore thee. 
Casting down their golden crowns around the 
glassy sea ; 

Cherubim and seraphim falling down before thee> 
Which wert and art and evermore shalt be. 

Holy, holy, holy, though the darkness hide thee> 
Though the eye of sinful man thy glory may 
not see, 

Only thou art holy, there is none beside thee^ 
Perfect in power, in love, and purity. 

Holy, holy, holy. Lord God Almighty, 
All thy works shall praise thy name in earth and 
sky and sea. 

Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty, 
God in three persons, blessed Trinity. 
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FIRST SUNPAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Room for the proud ! Ye sons of clay. 
From far his sweepiug poinp survey. 
Nor, rashly curious, clog the way 
His chariot wheels before. 

Lo, with what scorn his lofty eye 
Glances o'er age and poverty, 
And bids intruding conscience fly 
Far from his palace door. 

Room for the proud ! but slow the feet 
That bear his coffin down the street : 
And dismal seems his winding-sheet 
Who purple lately wore. 

Ah, where must now his spirit fly 
In naked, trembling agony ? 
Or how shall he for mercy cry. 
Who showed it not before. 

Room for the proud ! in ghastly state 
The lords of hell his coming wait. 
And flinging wide the dreadful gate. 
That shuts to ope no more, 

< Lo here with us the seat,' they cry, 
* For him who mocked at poverty. 
And bade intruding conscience fly 
Far from his palace door«* 
6* 
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FOR THE SAME. 

The feeble poise, the gasping breath. 
The clenched teeth, the glazed eye, - 

Are these thy sting, thou dreadfal Death ? 
O Grave, are these thy victory ? 

The mourners by our parting bed. 
The wife, the children weeping nigh. 

The dismal pageant of the dead, — 
These, these are not thy victory. 

But, from the much-loved world to part. 
Our lust untamed, our spirit high. 

All nature struggling at the heart. 
Which dying, feels it dare not die. 

To dream through life a gaudy dream 
Of pride and pomp and luxury. 

Tin wakened by the nearer gleam 
Of burning, boundless agony ; 

To meet o'er soon our angry King, 
Whose love we passed unheeded by ; 

Lo this, O Death, thy deadliest sting, 
O Grave, and this thy victory. 

O Searcher of the secret heart. 
Who deigned for sinful man to die. 

Restore us ere the spirit part, 
Nor give to hell the victory. 



115 



SECOND SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY, 

Forth from the dark and stormy sky. 
Lord, to thine altar's shade we fly ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear, 
Saviour, we seek thy shelter here : 
Weary and weak, thy grace we pray ; 
Turn not, O Lord, thy guests away. Jr 

Long have we roamed in want and pato. 
Long have we sought thy rest in vain ; 
WUdered in doubt, in darkness lost. 
Long have our souls been tempest^tost : 
Low at thy feet our sins we lay ; 
Turn not, O Lord, thy guests away. 



116 



THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRIN ITY, 

There was joy in heaven. 
There was joy in heaven, 
When this goodly world to frame 
The Lord of might and mercy came : 
Shouts of joy were heard on high. 
And the stars sang from the sky, 
'\ * Glory to God in heaven.' 

There was joy in heaven. 
There was joy In heaven. 
When the billows, heaving dark. 
Sank around the stranded ark. 
And the rainbow's watery span 
Spake of mercy, hope to man. 
And peace with God in Heaven. 

There was joy in heaven. 
There was joy in heaven. 
When of love the midnight beam 
Dawned on the towers of Bethlehem ; 
And along the echoing hill 
Angels sang — * On earth good will. 
And glory in the Heaven.' 
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There is joy in heaven. 
There is joy in heaven, 
When the sheep that went astray 
Turns again to virtue's way ; 
When the soul by grace subdued, 
Sobs its prayer of gratitude, 
TTien is there joy in Heaven. 
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FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

I praised the earth, hi heauty seen 
With garlands gay of various green ; 
I praised the sea, whose ample field 
Shone glorious as a silver shield ; 
And earth and ocean seemed to say, 
* Our beauties are^ut for a day.' 

I praised the sun, whose chariot rolled 
On wheels of amber and of gold ; 
I praised the moon, whose softer eye 
Gleamed sweetly through the summer sky : 
And moon and sun in answer said, 
< Our days of light are numbered.' 

O God, O good beyond compare. 

If thus thy meaner works are fair. 

If thus thy bounties gild the span 

Of ruined earth and sinful man. 

How glorious must the mansion be 

Where thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee. 



119 



FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Crkator of the rolling flood ! 

On whom thy people hope alone ; 
Who cam'st, by water and by blood, 

For man's offences to atone ; 

Who from the labors of the deep 

Didst set thy servant Peter free, 
To feed on earth thy chosen sheep. 
And build an endless church to thee ; 

Grant us, devoid of worldly care, 
And leaning on thy bounteous hand. 

To seek thy help in humble prayer. 
And on thy sacred rock to stand : 

And when, our livelong toil to crown« 
Thy call shall set the spirit free. 

To cast with joy our burthen down* 
And rise, O Lord, and follow thee. 



SEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITIT. 
When spriag unlocks (he flowers lo paiut ihe 

Uugbini; soil ; . 
When Bummer's balmy ahewen rcrreeh (he 

mower's (oil; 
Wben winter lMads id boaly chaias the falloiy 

and the flood. 
In Gad the earth rejoleeth still, aad owds his 

Maker good. 
The lards Ihal wake the morning, and those that 

love the shade ; 
The wind] that sweep the mounlaln or lull the 

drowsy glade ; 
The sun that from liis amber bower rejoiceih oo 

. his way. 
The moon and stars, their Ma9t«r's name in ai- 

leut pomp display. 

Shall man, the lord of nature, expeclaot of the 

sky. 
Shall man, alone uDtttaakful, his lilUe praise 

No, let the year lorsahe liis courae, the seasons 

cease lo be , 
Thee, Master, must we always love, and, Ss- 

vioui, honor -ihee. 
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The flowers of spring may wither, the hope of 

summer fade. 
The autumn droop in winter, the birds forsake 

the shade ; 
The winds be lulled— the sun and moon forget 

their old decree, 
Bat we in nature's latest hour, O Lord, will cling 

to thee. 



TENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

J EBUiALEH, Jerusalem! euthronedeBMonhlgfa, 
Tbou fsTored home of God oneuih, thou heiven 

below the skj, 
Noir brought to bondage with tlijp foua. k curae 

and grief to see, 
Jenmlem, Jerumlem, our teira efaill flow for 



O, hailat (hou known 'thy day of greet, ud 
flocked beneath the wing 

Of him who called thee lovingly, thine awn an- 
ointed King, 

Then had the Iribra of all the world gone up thy 



• And who art tbou Oial okourneM me !' replied 
the ruin gray, 
■ And fear'at not rather that thyaelf may prove 

I am a dried and atgeclbnoehjmy place ta given 

to thee; 
But wo to every bairen graft of thy wiM olive- 
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Our day of grace is sunk hi night, our time of 

mercy spent, 
For Jieavy was my children's crime, and strange 

their punishment ; 
ITet gaze not idly on our fall, hut, sinner, warned 

be. 
Who spared not bis chosen seed may send his 

wrath on thee. 



Our day of grace is sunk in night, thy noon is 
in ^i^rime ; 

0, turn' and seek thy Saviour's face in this ac- 
cepted time. 

3o,dentile,may Jerusalem a lesson prove to thee, 

^nd in the new Jerusalem thy home for ever be.' 



THIRTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER '. 
ITT. 

■ Who yiKider od Ibe desert heath, 
ComplaiDS in Teeble tone .'' 
— ' A pilgrim in the vale of death, 
Faiut, bleeding and alone.' 
' How cam'st thou to this dismal strand 
Of danger, grief, and shame ?' 
— ' From biewed Sion's holy land, 
By lolly led, 1 ctune.' 
' What ruffian hand hath siripl thee ban 
Whose fury laid thee Ion?' 
— ' Sin for my Ibotsteps twined her m» 
And death has dealt the blon.' 

' Can art no medidne for thy wound, 

Nor nature strength supply ?' 
— 'They saw me bleeding on the grour 
And passed in dience by. ' 

' But, suSerar, \s no cjinfort neu- 
Thy terrors to remove >' 
— ■ There is to whom my soul was desi 
But I have scorned his love.' 
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* What if his hand were nigh to save 
From endless death thy days ?* 

— * The soul he ransomed from the ^rave 
Shoul^ live' but to his praise.* 

< Rise then, O rise, his health embrace, 
With heavenly strength renewed ; 

And such as is thy Saviour's grace, 
Such be thy gratitude.' 
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SIXTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Wakk not, O mother, sounds of laiDontation ; 

Weep not, O widow, weep not hopelessly : 
Strong is his arm, the bringer ofsalvation, 

Strong is the word of God td succor thee. 

Bear forth t)\p cold corpse slowly ,sl*w]y hear hi A : 
Hide his pale features with the sable pall : 

Chide not the sad one wildly weeping near him : 
Widowed and childless, she has lost her all. 

Why pause the mourners? Who forbids our 
weeping ? 
Who the dark pomp of sorrow has delayed ? 
< Set down,.the bier — he is not dead, but sleeping. 
< Young man, arise !' — He spake, and wa^ 
obeyed. 

Change, then, O sad one, grief to exultation. 
Worship and fall before Messiah's knee. 

Strong was his arm, the bringer ofsalvation. 
Strong was the word of God to succor thee. 
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NINETEENTH SUNDAY AFTER 
TRININY. 

O blest were the accents of early creation. 
When the Word of Jehovah came down fron 
above: 

In the clods of the earth to infuse animation. 
And wake their cold atoms to life-and to love 

And mighty the tones which the finuamen 
rended. 
When on wheels of the thunder, and wings c 
the wind. 
By lightning, and hail, and thick darkness 9 
tended. 
He uttered on Sinai his laws to mankind. ^ 

^ And sweet was the voice of the First>boro 
heaven, 
(Though poor his apparel, though eartblj 
form,) 
Who said to the mourner, < Thy sins 9t4 
given,' 
< Be whole,' to the sick,— and < Be stUl/ 
the storm. 
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O, Jiidge of the world,when arrayed in thy glory , 
Thy summons again shall be heard from on high 

While nature stands trembling and naked before 
thee, 
And waits on thy sentence to live or to die ; 

When the heaven shall fly fast from the sound 
of thy thunder. 
And the sun, in thy lightnings, grow languid 
and pale, 
And the sea yield her dead, and the tomb cleave 
asunder, 
In the hour of thy terrors, let mercy prevail. 



TRINITY. 

The sound of war ! In earth and a 

The volleying thunders roll : 
Their fiery darts the fiends prepan 
And dig the pit, and spread the snai 

AgiJnst the Christian's soul. 
The tyrant's sword, the rack, the fi 

The scorner's serpent tone. 
Of bitter doubt the barbed aim. 
All, all conspire his heart to tame 
Force, finud, and hellish fires asm 
The rivets of his heavenly mail. 

Am idst his foes alone. 

Gods of the world, ye warrior I 

Of darkness and of air. 
In vain is all your impious boaif 
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'T is past, 't is o'er ! in foul defeat 

The demon host are fled. 
Before the Saviour's mercy-seat, 
(His live- long work of faith complete,) 

Their conqueror bends his head. 

* The spoils thyself hast gained. Lord : 

I lay before thy throne : 
Thou wert my rock, my shield, my sword ; 
My trust was in thy name and word : 
'T was in thy strength my heart was strong ; 
Thy spirit went with mine along ; 

How was I then alpne ?' 
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TWENTY-SECOND SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 

O God» my sins are manifold, against my life 
they cry, 

And all my guilty deeds foregone, up to thy temple 
fly; 

Wilt thou release my trembling soul, that to des- 
pair is driven ? 

' Forgive !' a blessed voice replied, * and thou 
shalt be forgiven.* 

My foe men, Lord, are fierce and fell, they spurn 

me in their pride, 
lliey render evil for my good, my patience they 

deride ; 
Arise, O King, and be the proud to righteous 

ruin diiven. 
* Forgive!* an awful answer came, 'as thou 

would*st be forgiven.' 

Seven times, O Lord, I pardoned them, seven 
times they sinned apin: 

They practise still to work me wo, they triumph 
in my pain ; 

But let them dread my vengeance now, to Just re- 
sentment driven. 

'Forgive V the voice of thunder spiike, ' or Borer 
be forgiven.* 
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TWENTY-THIRD SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 

From foes that would the land devour ; 
From guilty pride, and lust of power ; 
From wild sedition's lawless hour ; 

From yoke of slavery ; 
From blinded zeal by faction led ; 
From giddy change by fancy bred ; 
From poisonous error's serpent head, 

Good Lord, preserve us free. 

Defend, O God, with guardian hand. 

The laws and ruler of our land. 

And grant our church thy grace to stand 

In faith and unity ; 
The spirit's help of thee we crave, 
That thou, whose blood was shed to save^ 
Mayest, at thy second coming, have 

A flock to welcome thee. 
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TWENTY-FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 

To conquer and to save, the Son of God 
Came to his own in great humility, 
Who wont to ride on cherub wings abroad. 
And round him wrap the mantle of the sky. 
The mountains bent their necks to form his road ; 
The clouds dropt down their fatness Irom on high ; 
Beneath his feet the wild waves softly flowed, 
And the winds kissed his garment tremblingly. 

The grave unbolted half his grisly door, 
(For darkness and the deep had heard his fame, 
Nor longer might their ancient rule endure ;) 
The mightiest of mankind stood hushed and tame : 
And, trooping on strong wing, his angels came 
To work his will, and kingdom to secure ; 
No strength he needed save his father's name ; 
Babes were his heralds, and his friends the poor. 
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FOR ST JAMES' DAY. 



Thofoh sorrows rise and dangers roll 
In waves of darkness o'er my soul. 
Though friends are false and love decays. 
And few and evil are my days. 
Though conscience, fiercest of my foes. 
Swells with remembered guilt my woes. 
Yet even in nature's utmost ill, 
I love thee. Lord, I love thee still. 

Though Sinai's curse, in thunder dread. 
Peals o'er mine unprotected head. 
And memory points, with busy pain. 
To grace and mercy given in vain. 
Till nature, shrieking in the strife. 
Would fly to hell, to 'scape from life. 
Though every thought has power to kill, 
I love thee. Lord, I love thee stilK 

O, by the pangs thyself hast borne. 
The ruffian's blow, the tyrant's scorn ; 
By Sinai's curse, whose dreadful doom 
Was buried in thy guiltless tomb : 
By these my pangs, whose healing smart 
Thy grace hath planted in my heart ; 
I know, I feel, thy bounteous will. 
Thou lov'st me. Lord, thou lov'st me still. 
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MICHAELMAS DAY. 

O, captain of God^shost, whose dreadful might 
Led forth to war the armed Seraphhn, 

And from the starry height. 

Subdued in burning fight. 
Cast down that ancient dragon, dark and grim. 

Thine angels, Chrbt, we laud in solemn lays,. 
Our elder brethren of the crystal sky. 

Who, 'mid thy glory's blaze. 

The ceaseless anthem raise. 
And gird thy throne in faithful ministiy. 

We celebrate their love, whose viewless wing 
Hath left for us so oft their mansion high. 

The mercies of their king, 

To mortal saints to bring. 
Or guard the couch of slumbering infancy. 

But thee, the first and last, we glorify, 
Who, when thy world was sunk in death and sin. 

Not with thine hierarchy. 

The armies of the sky. 
But didst with thine own arm the battle win ; 



137 

Alone didst pass the dark and dismal shore. 
Alone didst tread the wine-press, and alone. 

All glorious in thy gore, 

Didst light and life restore. 
To us who lay in darkness and ondone ; 

Thetefiire, with angels and archangels, we 
To thy dear love our thankful chorus ittlse. 

And tune our songs to thee 

Who art, and ought to he, 
And, endless as thy mercies, sound thy praise. 



?♦ 
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IN TIMES OF DISTRESS AND DANGER. 

O God, that madest earth and sky, the darkness 

and the day. 
Give ear to this thy family, and help us when we 

pray. 
For wide the waves of bitterness around our res- 

sel roar. 
And heavy grows the pilot's heart to view the 

rocky shore. 

The cross our master bore for us, ibr him we lain 
would bear. 

But mortal strength to weakness turns, and cour- 
age to despair. 

Then mercy on our failings. Lord, our sinking 
fiiith renew. 

And when thy sorrows visit us, O send thy pa- 
tience too. 
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INTENDED TO BE SUNG ON OCCA- 
SION OF HIS PREACHING A SER- 
MON FOR THE CHURCH MIS- 
SIONARY SOCIETY, IN 
APRIL, 1820. 

From Greenland's icy mounUins, 

From India's coral atrand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river. 

From many a palmy plain. 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle. 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile : 
In vain with lavish kindness 

The gifts of God are strown. 
The heathen, in his blindness. 

Bows down to wood and stone. 
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Can we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, 
Can we to men benighted 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation, O salvation! 

The joyful seuod pfoclaim. 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah's name. 

Waft, waft, ye winds, his story. 

And you» ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory. 

It spreads from pole to pole ; 
Till o*er our ransomed nature. 

The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign. 
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AN INTROIT TO BE SUNG BETWEEN 

THE LITANY AND COMMUNION 

SERVICE. 

O most merciful ! 

O most bouDtiful ! 

God the Father Almighty ! 

By the Redeemer's 

Sweet intercession 

Hear us, help us when we cry. 



I 
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BEFORE THE SACRAMENT. 

B&x AD of the world, in merey broken ; 

Wine of the soul, in mercy slied ; 
By whom the words of life were spoken. 

And in whose death our sins are dead ; 



Look on the heart by sorrow broken. 
Look on the tears by sinners shed. 

And be thy feast to us the token 
That by thy grace our souls are fed. 




^ 



) 
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AT A FUNERAL. 

BsmcATH our feet and o*er our kwad 

Is equal warning given ; 
Beneath us lie the countless dead. 

Above us is the heaven. 

Their names are graven on the stone, 
Their bones are in the clay ; 

And ere another day is done. 
Ourselves may be as they. 

Death rides on every passing breeze. 

He lurlcs in every flower ; 
Each season has its own disease. 

Its peril every hour. 

Our eyes have seen the rosy light 
Of youth's soft cheek decay, 

And Fate descend in sudden night 
On manhood's middle day. 

Our eyes have seen the steps of age 
Halt feebly towards the tomb, 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage, 
And dreams of days to come ? 



/ 
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Turn, mortal, turn ! thy danger know ; 

Where'er thy foot can tread 
The earth rings hollow from below. 

And warns thee of her dead. 



Turn, Christian, turn! thy soul apply 
To truths divinely given ; 

The bones that underneath thee lie 
Shall live for hell or heaven. 
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STANZAS 
ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 

Thod srl gone to the gnvt ; but we will DOt 

deplore tbee. 
Though Mrrowi aod darlmeu encompus the 

Thy Sariour has passed through iu portal before 

thee, 
And the Ump of bia love is thy guide Ihrougb 

the gloom. 

Thou art gone to the grave ; we no longer be- 
hold thee, 

Nor tread the rough paths of the world by Ihy 
side; 

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to eufold 
thee, 

And Binner* may die, for the Siklem bis died. 

Thou art gooe to the grave ; and, its manaion 
fortakii^. 

Perchance thj weak aptrit in f^ir lingered long ; 

But the mild rays of paradise beamed on thy 

And the sound which thou heard'at wMtbe ser- 
aphim's song. 
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Thou art gone to the grave ; but we will not 

deplore tbue, 
Whose Grod was thy ransom, thy guardian and 

guide ; 
He gave thee, he took thee, and he will restore 

thee, 
And death has no stiog,for the Saviour has died.* 

* The following stanzas were written as an 
addition to the above hymn, by an English cler- 
gyman, on hearing of the decease of the author. 

lliou art gone to the grave ; and whole nations 
bemoan thee. 
Who caught from thy lips the glad tidings of 
peace : 
Yet grateful, they still in their hearts shall en- 
throne thee. 
And ne'er shall thy name from their memo- 
ries cease. 

Thou art gone to the grave ; but thy work shall 

not perish. 

That work which the spirit of wisdom hath blest ; 

His strength shall sustain it, his comforts shall 

cherish. 

And make it to prosper, though thou art at rest. 
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ON RECOVERY FROM SICKNESS 

O, Saviour of the faithful dead, 
With whom thy servants dwell, 

Though cold and green the turf is spread 
Above their narrow cell, — 

No more we cling to mortal clay, 

We doubt and fear no more^ 
Nor shrink to tread the darksome way 

Which thou hast trod before. 

'T was hard from those I loved to go. 

Who knelt around my bed. 
Whose tears bedewed my burning brow, 

Whose arms upheld my head. 

As fading from my dizzy vieW) 

I sought their forms in vain, 
The bitterness of death I knew. 

And groaned to live again. 

'T was dreadful, when th* accuser's power 

Assailed my sinking heart. 
Recounting every wasted hour, 

And each unworthy part : 



I 



148 

But, Jesui, htthtt mortal fny, 
Iliy blessed comlurt atale, 

Like lunthiae in a ilormy daj, 
Across my darkeoed >oul. . 

When loan or Ule tills feeble breUb 
No more to thee sball pray. 

Support me through the vule ol death, 
And Id the darksome way. 

When clothed in Beehl; need* again 

I wait thy dread decree. 
Judge of the world, bethiak thee then 

That thou hast died for me. 



TRANSLATIONS 



OP 
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THE FIRST OLYMPIC ODE. 

TO HIERO OF SYRACUSE, VICTOR IN 
THE HORSE RACE. 

Can earth, or fire, or Uqiiid air. 
With water's sacred stream compare ? 
Can aught that wealthy tyrants hold 
Surpass the lordly blaze of gold ; — 
Or lives there one, whose restless eye 
Would seek along (fie empty sky. 
Beneath the sun's meri<lian ray, 
A warmer star, a purer day ? 
O thou, my soul, whose choral song 
Would tell of contests sharp and strong, 
Extol not other lists above 
The circus of Olympian Jove ; 
Whence borne on many a tuneful tongue. 
To Saturn's seed the anthem sung. 
With harp, and flute and trumpet's call, 
Hath sped to Hiero's festival. — 



• 



Wove in various wreath 
But the bud of poesy 

Is the fairest flower of a 

Which the bards, in social 

Strow round Hiero's wc 

The harp on yonder pin sus] 

Sieze it, boy, for Pisa's sa 

And that good steed's, whosi 

A joy with anxious fondne 

No sounding lash his sleel 

By Alpheus* bride, witl 

Self-driven to the goal he 

And earned the olive wr 

For that dear lord, whoi 

The sons of Syracusa tell 

Who loves the generous cov 

Beloved himself by all whi 

In Pelop's Lydian colony. — 

...Of Afirth.embracinsr Nentu 
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— Well, — these are tales of mystery !— 
Aud m^ny a darkly woven lie 
With men will easy eredence gain ; 
While truth, calm truth, may speak in vain ; 
For eloquence, whose honeyed sway 
Our frailer mortal wits obey. 
Can honor give to actions ill. 
And faith to deeds incredible ;— 
And bitter blame, and praises high, ' 
Fall truest from posterity. 

But if we dare the deeds rehearse 

Of those that aye endure, 
'T were meet that in such dangerous yene 

Our every word were pure. 
Then, son of Tantalus, receive 

A plain unvarnished lay. 
My song shall elder fables leave, 
And of thy parent say. 
That when in heaven a favored guest. 
He called the gods in turns to feast 
On Sipylus, his mountain home : — 
The sovereign of the ocean foam, 
— Can mortal form such favor prove ?— 
Rapt thee on golden car above 
To highest house of mighty Jove ; 
To which, in after day, 

8 



The dark-wiDged eagle's pr»^ 

ind when no earthly tongue could tell 
The fate of thee, invisible ; — 
Nor friends, who sought thee wide in vain. 
To soothe thy weeping mother's pain, 
Could bring the wanderer home again ; 

Some envious neighbor's spleen. 
In distant hints, and darkly, said. 
That in the caldron hissing red. 
And on the god's great table spread, 

Thy mangled limbs were seen. 
But who shall tax, I dare not, I, * 

The blessed gods with gluttony ? — 4 

Full oft the slanderous tongue has felt i 
By their high wrath the thunder dealt; — » 
And sure, if ever mortal head ■»/ 

^^tsen's holy watchers honored, "(' 

-^-mniB Lvdla's lord. b 
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He eyes, above his guilty head. 
The shadowy rocks' impending weight : 
The fourth with that tormented three 
In horrible society ! — 

For that, in frantic theft. 

The nectar cup he reft, 
And to his mortal peers in feasting poured 

For whom a sin it were 

With mortal life to share 
The mystic dainties of th' immortal board : 

And who by policy 

Can hope to 'scape the eye 
Of him who sits above by men and gods adored ? 

For such ofience, a doom severe, 
Sent down the sun to sojourn here 
Among the fleeting race of man ; 
Who when the curly down began 
To clothe his cheek in darker shade, 
To car-borne Pisa's royal maid 
A lover's tender service paid. 
But, in the darkness first he stood 
Alone, by ocean's hoary flood, 
And raised to him the suppliant cry. 
The hoarse earth-shaking deity. 



A.UC gwu %n waiors vauio. 

'^* He came, whom thus the youth a4 

' thou, if that immortal breast 

Have felt a lover's flame, 
A lover's prayer in pity hear. 
Repel the tyrant's brazen spear 

That guards my lovely dame,—- 
And grant a car whose rolling speed 
May help a lover at his need ; 
Condemned by Pisa's hand to bleed. 
Unless I win the envied meed 

In Elis' field of fame. 

For youthful knights thirteen 

By him have slaughtered been. 
His daughter vexing with perverse d( 

Such to a coward's eye 

Were evil augury ; 
Nor durst a coward's heart the strife 

Yet since alike to all ^ 
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in vain, his grief he told — 
er of the watery space 
a wondrous car of gold, 
ilens steeds of winged pace, 
in the deathful race, 
ed the strength of Pisa's king, 
his bride of beauteous face, 
a stock of warriors spring, 
ant sons, as legends sing, 
with fame and virtue crowned, 
Alpheus' stream in wat'ry ring, 
half his turfy mound, 
beneath the piled ground ; 
at Messed spot where strangers move 
I long procession round 
ir of protecting Jove, 
in yonder lists of fame, 
he noble Pelop*s name ; 
ength of hands and nimble feet 
id dubious contest meet ; 
renown and honeyed praise, 
ring length of honored days, 
r*s weary toil repays. 

are past or future joys ? — 

sent is our own. 

wise who best employs 
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The passing hour alone. 
To crown with knightly wreath the king, 

(A grateful task,) be mine ; 
And on the smooth iEolian string 

To praise his ancient line. 
For ne'er shall wandering minstrel find 
A chief so just, — a friend so kind ; 
With every grace of fortune blest ; 
The mightiest, wisest, bravest, best. 

God, who beholdeth thee and all thy deeds, 
Have thee in charge, king Hiero! — so again 
The bard may sing thy homy- hoofed steed^i 
In frequent triumph o*er the Olympian plain ; 
Nor shall the Bard awake a lowly strain. 
His wild notes flinging o'er the Cronian steep ; 
Whose ready muse, and not invoked in vain, 
For such high mark her strongest shaft shall keep. 

Each hath his proper eminence. 
To kings indulgent, Providence 
(No farther search the will of heaven) 
The glories of the earth hath given. 
Still mayest thou reign ! enough for me 
To dwell with heroes like to thee. 
Myself the chief of Grecian minstrelsy. 



OF PINDAR. 159 

II. 

TO THERON OF AGRAGAS, VICTOR 
IN THE CHARIOT RACE. 

O song, whose voice the harp obeys. 
Accordant aye with answering string ; 
What god, what hero wilt thou praise, 
What man of godlike prowess sing ? — 
Lo Jove himself is Pisa's king ; 
And Jove's strong son the first to raise 
The barriers of the Olympic ring. 
And now, victorious on the wing 
Of sounding wheels, our bards proclaim 
The stranger Theron's honored name. 
The flower of no ignoble race. 
And prop of ancient Agragas. 

His patient cires, for many a year, 
WTiere that blue river rolls its floods 
Mid fruitless war and civil blood 

Essayed their sacred home to rear, 
Till time assigned, in fatal hour. 
Their native virtues, wealth and power ; 
And made them from their low degree, 
The eye of warlikeSicily. 
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And» may that power of andent birth. 
From Saturn sprung, and parent Earth, 

Of tall Olympus' lord. 
Who sees wHh still beirf^ant eye 
The games* lonii; splendor sweeping by 

His Alpheus' holy ford : — 
Appeased with anthems chanted high* 
To Theron's late posterity 

A happier doom accord ; — 
Or good or ill, the past is gone. 
Nor time himself, the parent one, 
Can make the former deeds undone;—* 

But who would these recall, — 
When happier dnys would fain efface 
The memory of each past disgrace. 
And, from the gods, on Theron's race 

Unbounded blessings £ill ? — 

Ex ample meet for such a song. 
The sister queens of Laius* blood ; 

Who sorrow's edj;e endured long. 
Made keener by remembered good. 
Yet now she- breathes the air of Heaven 
(On earth by smouldering thunder riven,) 

Long-haired Semele : — 

To Pallas dear is she ; — 
Dear to the sire of gods, and dear 
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To him, her son, in dreadful glee 
Who shakes the ivy-wreathed spear. 

And thus, they tell that deep below 
The sounding ocean's ebb and flow, 
Amid the daughters of the sea, 
A sister nymph must Ino be. 
And dwell in bliss eternally : — 

But, ignorant and blind. 
We little know the coming hour; 
Or if the latter day shall lower ; 
Or if to nature's kindly power 

Our life in peace resigned, 
Shall sink like fall of summer eve. 
And on the face of darkness leave 

A ruddy smile behind, — 
For grief and joy with fitful gale 
Our crazy bark by turns assail. 

And, whence our blessings flow. 
That same tremendous Providence 
Will oft a varying doom dispense, 
And lay the mighty low. 

To Theban Laius that befell, 

Whose son, with murder dyed. 
Fulfilled the former oracle^ 

Unconscious parricide. 

8* 
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Unconscious — yet'avenging hell 
Pursued th' offender's stealthy pace* 
And heavy, sure, and hard it fell. 
The curse of blood, on all his race. 
Spared from their kindred strife, 
The young Thersander's life. 
Stern Polynices' heir, was left alone : 
In every martial game. 
And in the field of fame. 
For early force and matchless prowess knovi n : 
Was left, the pride and prop to be 
Of good Adrastus' pedigree. 
And hence, through loins of ancient kings. 
The warrior blood of Theron springs ; 
Exalted name, to whom belong 
The minstrel's harp, the poet's song. 

In fair Olympia crowned ; 
And where, mid Pythia's olives blue. 
An equal lot his brother drew : 
And where his twice-twain coursers flew 

The isthmus twelve times round. 
Such honor, earned by toil and care. 
May best his ancient wrongs repair. 

And wealth, unstained by pride. 
May laugh at fortune's fickle power. 
And blameless in the tempting hour 
Of syren ease abide : — 
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Led by that star of heavenly ray, 
Which best may keep our darkling way 
O'er liie's unsteady tide. 

For, whoso holds in righteousness the throne, 

He in his heart hath known 
How the foul spirits of the guilty dead, 

In chambers dark and dread, 
Of nether earth abide, and penal flame : 

Where he, whom none may name. 
Lays bare the soul by stem necessity ; 

Seated in judgment high ; 
The minister of God whose arm is there* 
In heaven alike and hell, almighty every where • 

But, ever bright, by day, by night, 
Exulting in excess of light; 
From labor free and long distress, 
llie good enjoy their happiness. 
No more the stubborn soil they cleave, 
Nor stem for fscanty food the wave ; 
But with the venerable gods they dwell : 
No tear bedims their thankful eye. 
Nor mars their long tranquillity ; 
While those accursed, howl in pangs unspeak- 
able. 

But, who the thrice-renewed probation 
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Of either world may well endure ; 
And keep with righteous destination 
. The soul from all transgression pure ; 
To such and such alone is given, 
To wallc the rainbow paths of heaven. 
To that tall city of almighty time, 
Where Ocean's balmy breeze? play. 
And, flashing to the western day, 
The gorgeous blossoms of such blessed clime. 
Now in the happy isles are seen 
Sparkling through the groves of green ; 
And now, all glorious to behold. 
Tinge the wave with floating gold. 

Hence are their garlands woven — hence their 

hands 
Filled with triumphal boughs ; — the righteous 

doom 
Of Khadamanthus, whom, o'er these his lands, 
A blameless judge in every lime to come, 
Chronos, old Chronos, sire of gods hath placed ; 

Who with his consort dear. 

Dread Rhea, reigneth here, 
On cloudy throne with deathless honor graced. 

And still, they say, in high communion, 
Peleus and Cadmus here abide ; 
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And, with the blest in blessed union, 
(Nor Jove has Thetis' prayer denied,) 
The daughter of the ancient sea 
Hath brought her warrior boy to be ; 
Him whose stern avenging blow 
Laid the prop of Ilium low, 
Hector, trained to slaughter, fell. 
By all but him invincible ; — 
And sea-born Cycnus tamed, and slew 
Aurora's knight of Ethiop hue. 

Beneath my rattling belt I wear 
A sheaf of arrows keen and clear, 
Of vocal shafts, that wildly fly, 
Nor ken the base their import high. 
Yet to the wise they breathe no vulgar melody. 
Yes, he is wise whom nature's dower 

Hath raised above the crowd. 
But, trained in study's formal hour. 
There are who hate the minstrel's power. 
As daws who mark the eagle tower. 

And croak in envy loud ! — 
So let them rail ; but thou, my heart, 
Rest on the bow thy levelled dart ; 

Nor seek a worthier aim 
For arrow sent on friendship's wing, 
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Than him the Agragantine king 
Who beat (hy song may eta tin. 

For, by eteroal truth 1 awear, 
Uia parent town shall acanlly bear 
A aoul to every friead so dear, 

A breast bo void of blame ; 
Though iweiity lustrea roiling round 
With risioe youth het nalioa croirued, 
Id heart, in hand, sliouid none be found 

Like Thei-an'a honored Damo. 
Yea ! we have heard Ihe hctious lie. 
Bui let (be babbling vulgar try 
To blot his wonh nilh tyranny. 

Seek lliou the ocean strand, — 
And vben Ihy soul would faia record 
ITie bouateoua deeds of yonder lord, 

Go — retkon up the sand. 
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III. 
TO THE SAME. 

May my solemn strain ascending 
Please the long-haired Helen well, 
And those brave twins of Leda's shell 
The stranger's holy cause defending, 
With whose high name the chorus blending 
To ancient Agragas shall rise. 
And Tberon for the chariot prize 
Again, and not in vain, contending. 
The muse in numbers bold and high. 
Hath taught my Dorian note to fly, 
Worthy of silent awe, a strange sweet hscruiony. 
Tes, as I fix mine eager view 
On yonder wreath of paly blue« 
That olive wreath, whose shady round 
Amid the courser's mane is bounded ; 
I feel again the sacred glow 
That bids my strain of rapture flow. 
With shriyy breath of Spartan flute. 
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The many-voiced harp to suit ; 
And wildly fling my numbers sweet, 
Again nttne ancient friend to greet. 
Nor, Pisa, thee I leave unsung ; 
To men the parent of renown. 
Amid whose shady ringlets strung, 
EtoUa binds her olive crown ; 
Whose sapling root from Scythian down 
And Ister's fount Alcidcs bare. 
To deck his parent's hallowed town '; 
With placid brow and suppliant prayer 
Soothing the favored northern seed. 
Whose horny-hoofed victims bleed 
To Phoebus of the flowing hair. 

A boon from these the hero prayed : 

One graft of that delightful tree ; 

To Jove's high hill a welcome shade, 

To men a blessed fruit to be, 

And crown of future victory. 

For that fair moon, whose slender light 

With inefficient horn had shone. 

When late on Pisa's airy height 

He reared to Jove the altar stone ; 

Now, through tlie dappled air, alone, 

In perfect ring of glory biight. 
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Guided her golden-wheeled throne ; 
The broad and burning eye of night*. 
And now the days were told aright. 
When Alpbeus, from his sandy source, 
Should judge the champion's eager might. 
And mark of wheels the rolling force. 
Nor yet a tree to cheer the sight 
The Cronlan vale of Pelops bore ; 
Obnoxious to the noonday weight 
Of summer suns, a naked shore. 

But she who sways the silent sky, 
Latona's own equestrian maid. 
Beheld how far Alcides strayed. 
Bound on adventure strange and high t 
Forth from the glens of Arcady 
To Istrlan rocks in Ice arrayed 
He urged the Interminable race, 
(Such penance had Eurystheus laid,) 
The golden-homed hind to chase. 
Which, grateful for Diana's aid, 
By her redeemed from foul embrace. 
Old Atlas' daughter hallowed. 
Thus, following where the quarry fled. 
Beyond the biting North he past. 
Beyond the regions of the blast. 
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And all unknown to traveller's tread, 
He saw ihe blessed land at last.' — 
He stopty he gazed with new delight. 
When that strange verdure met his sight • 
. And soft desire enflamed his soul 
(Where twelve times round the chariots roll, 
To plant with such the Pisan goal. 

But now, unseen to mortal eyes. 

He comes toTherou's sacrifice: 

And with him brings to banquet there 

High bosomed Leda*s knightly pair. — 

Himself to high Olympus bound. 

To these a latest charge he gave, 

A solemn annual feast to found. 

And of contending heroes round 

To deck the stroug, the swift, the brave. 

Nor doubt 1 that on Theron's head, 

And on the good Emmenides, 

The sons of Jove their blessings shed ; 

Whom stilt, with bounteous tables spread. 

That holy tribe delight to please ; 

Observing with religious dread 

The hospitable god's decrees. 

But, wide as water passeth earthly clay. 
Or sun-bright gold transcendeth baser ore ; 
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Wide as frum Greece to that remotest shore 
Whose rock-built pillars own Alcides' sway ; 
Thy fame hath passed thine equals ! To explore 
The further ocean all in vain essay, 
Or fools or wise ; here from thy perilous way 
Cast anchor here, my bark ! I dare no more. 



TRANSLATIONS 



TO PSAUMI3 OF CAMARINA. 

O, urging on the lire leu speed 

Of Tluailer'B elemental ateed. 

Lord of the world, almighty Jove! 

Siace theie thine houra hive led toe fortb 

The ivUncM of thy championa' wsrtb. 

And prophet of thine olive grave ; 

And aince Ihe good thy poet bear. 

And hold hia tuneful message dear; 

Satumian Lord of Etna bill. 

Wboae storm -cemented rocka encage 

The hundred- headed rebel's rage i 

Accept with faTorable will 

The Muse', gilt of harmony ; 

The dance, (he (ong, whose numbers high 

Forbid Ihe hero's dame to die, 

A crown ariife abiding still. 

Hark, round the car of victory. 
Where noble Paauiois M» on high. 

The cheering notes resound ; 
Who vowt la SKCU <nhh added &iae 
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His Camarina's ancient name ; 

With Piian olive crowned. 
And thou, O father ,hear bis prayer, — 
For much I praise the Icnightiy care 

That trains the warrior steed : 
Nor less the hospitable halt 
Whose open doors the stranger call ; 
Tet, praise I Psaumis most of all 

For wise and peaceful rede. 
And pjttriot love of liberty. 
What .^ do we wave the glozing lie ? 
Then whoso list my truth to try, 
I The proof be in the deed. 

t To Lemnos's laughing dames of yore. 
Such was the proof Ernicus bore. 

When, matchless in his speed. 
All brazen- armed the racer hoar. 
Victorious on the applauding shore. 

Sprang to the proffered meed ; 
Bowed to the queen his wreathed head ; 
* Thou seest my limbs are light,' he said ; 

* And, lady, may'st thou know. 
That every joint is firmly strung. 
And hand and heart alike are young ; 
Though treacherous time my locks among 

Have strewed a summer snow.' 



I 



I 1 
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• f 1 TO THE fi 



Accept of these Olympian 
Daughter of Ocean, rushy 
The flower of knightly won 
Which car -borne Psauinis c 
(Psaumis, the patriot, who 
Its second author owns,) w 
Suspends. His praise the t 
Of the great gods whom he 
With blood of bulls ; the pr 
Where cars and mules and 

prize ; 
And that green garland of n 
He hallows, virgin daughtei 
And to his sire and. 




OF PINDAR. 176 

Rearing her goodly bowers on high. 

That now, redeemed from late disgrace, 
The wealthy mother of a countless race. 
She lifts her front in shining majesty. 

'T is ever thus, by toil and pain, 
And cumbrous cost, we Ftrive to gain 
Some seeming prize whose issues lie 
In darkness and futurity. 
And y£t, if conquest crown our aim, 
Then, foremost in the rolls of fame. 
Even from the envious herd a forced applause 
we claim. 
O cloud-enthroned, protecting Jove, 
Who sittest the Cronian cliffs above. 

And Alpheus' ample wave, 
And that dark gloom hast deigned to love 

Of Ida's holy cave. 
On softest Lydian notes to thee 
I tune the choral prayer. 
That this thy town, the brave, the free. 
The strong in virtuous energy. 
May feel thine endless care. 

And, victor thou, whose matchless might 

The Pisan wreath hath bound. 
Still, Psaumis, be thy chief delight 
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TBANBI^TIONS 



Id generaus coursen found. 
Calm be thy biter ige, and late 
And genltf fall (he itroke of fate, 

Tby children ibtodlng round. 
And know, when brorlpg gods have giveo 
A green old age, a (emper even. 

And Health and bme In itore. 
The toak nere vain In ecaie the hMven. 
Have those tmmortab inore? 



or PINDUt. 



TO AOESIA9 OF 8TRACUSE. 

Who welu « padlj bower to niw, 
Coiupicuoua to the ttnnget'i eje, 
With gold the lintel overliya. 
And clothes the porch In ivory. 
5o bright, 90 bold, bo wonderful. 
The choicest IbetneB of vene 1 cnU, 
To each high amg e Irontal high. 
But lives there one whose brows BTOund 
The green Olymplen wreeth is tioinid ; 
Prophet and priest in those abodes 
Where Pisaos land the rire of gods ; 
And Syracuw'a denlien f — 
Who, 'mid the sons of mortal men. 
While envy's self before his name 
Abates her rage, may StUer claim 
Wbate'er a bard may yield of fame t 
For sure to no forUdden strife, 
In hallowed Pisa'sfield of praise. 
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He came, the priest of blameless life. 
Nor who in peace hath past his days. 

Marring with canker sloth his might. 
May hope a name in standing fight, 
Nor in the hollow ship to raise. 

By toil, illustrious toil alone, 
Of elder times the heroes shone; 
And, hought hy Hke emprize, to thee, 
O warrior priest, like honor be, — 
Such praise as good Adrastus bore 
To him, the pvophet chief of yore. 
When, snatched from Thebes' accursed fi 
With steed and car and armor bright, 
Down, down he sank to earthly night. 

When the fight was eaded, 
AndtheaevanfoU pyrea 
All theh^funeral fires 
In one sad hMire blended. 

The leader of the host 
Murmured < nn^urjEiAiUy , 
< I lament for the eye 
Of all mine army lost, — 
To god» and mortak dear. 
Either art he knew ; 
Augur triedaad true* 
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^oDg to wield the spear.' 
4 by the powers divine, 
ish praise is justly thine, 
a Syracusan peer, 
JT of a gentle blood thy race is sprung, 
J she shall truly tell, the muse of hone* 
tongue. 

Then yoke the mules of winged pace, 
■And, Phintis, cMvph the car with me ; 
^For well they know the path to trace 
!0f yonder victor's pedigree. 
i Unbar the gates of song^ unbar, — 
i For we today .must journey far^ 
ro Sparta, and to Pitane. 

ibe, mournful nymph, and nursing long 
er silent pain and virgin wrong, 
Neptune's rape a daughter fair, 
dne of the glossy hair, 

as the violet's darkest shade,) 
solitary sorrow bare. 

to her nurse the infant maid 
weeping gave, and bade convey 
high Phersana's hall away : 
lere woman-grown, and doomed to prove 
•urn a god*s disastrous love, 
^ charms affured the lord of day. 



/ 
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Nor long the months, ere, fierce in pride. 
The painful tokens of disgrace 
Her fo8ter*father sternly eyed, 
Fruit of the furtive god's embrace. 

He spake not, but with soul on flame. 
He sought th' unknown offender's name, 
At Phoebus* Pythian dwelling place. 

But she, beneath the greenwood spray, 
Her zone of purple silk untied ; 
And flung the silver clasp away 
That rudely ||lessed her heaving side ; 

While, in the solitary Wood, 

Lucina's self to aid her stood. 
And fate a secret force supplied. 

But, who the mother's oang can tell. 
As sad and slowly she withdrew. 

And bade her babe a long fJM^well, 

Laid on a bed of violets blue ? 

When ministers of heaven's decree, 
(Dire nurses they and strange to see,) 

Two scaly snakes of azure hue 
Watched o'er his helpless infancy. 

And, rifled from the mountain bee. 

Bare on their forky tongues a harmless ho 
dew. 
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Swift roll the wheels ! from Delphos home 
Arcadia's car-home chief is come ; 

But, ah, how changed his eye ! — 
His wrath is sunk, and past his pride, 
' Where is Evande's habe,' he cried, 

< Child of the deity ? 
T was thus the augur god replied, 
Nor strove his noble seed to hide ; 
And to his favored boy, beside. 

The gift of prophecy. 
And power beyond the sons of men 
The secret things of fate to ken. 

His blessing will supply.* 

But, vainly, from his liegemen round. 

He Mught the noble child ; 
Who, naked on the grassy ground. 

And nurtured in the wild. 
Was moistened with the sparkling dew 

Beneath his hawthorn bower ; 
Where morn her watery radiance threw. 
Now golden bright, now deeply blue. 

Upon the violet flower. 

From that dark bed of breathing bloom 

His mother gave his name ; 
And lamus, through years to come, 
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n^lJ Uvs in luling tune ; 
Who »hen the bkMMm of hii dayr, 

Had Tipeaed oa tbe tree. 
From brth the brink where Alpheiu rtrajs. 
Invoked tbe gOd wboae eceptre »»»)■» 

The boxrse reBoundirg sei ; 
And, nbnm (be Deliaa iile obeya, 

Tbe weher deity. 
Alone unld the nighUy sh»de, 
Beneath tbe naked heaven he prayed. 
And sire and gisodilre called (o aid ; 
When lo, a velce thai loud and dread 

Burst from tbe horizon free ; 
'Hither,' it spake,' to Pisa' a shore, 
Uy voice, O son, aball go before, 
Beloved, follow me.' 

So in the Tisioni of his aire, he went 

Where Cronium'a scarred and barren brow 
Wea red with morning's earliest glow. 
Though daiknesB wrapt the nelher element. 

There, in a lone and craggy dell, 
A double spirit oa him Cell, 
111' unlyini; voice ofblrds lo lell. 
And, (whenAlcmena'sion should found 
Tbe holy games In Elis croi^neJ,) 
By Jove's high altar evennora to dwell, 
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Praphet ud ptieit! — Friu U« deieeiMl 

Tbe Talben oTodr vaHant friead. 

Wealthy lUkc and jusl and wise. 

Who trod the plaia and apes way ; 

And nho is he that dare detipiaa 

With salliQg taunt the Cronian prize, 

Or their iiliutrioui toi) gainsay, 

Whose ehariets nhirliDg Inelre times roniid 

With burniDg irheels the Olympiin ground. 

Have gilt their broiv with glory's ray ? 

For, not the slearns of sacrifice 

From cool Cyllene's height arsaow. 

Nor Taialy from thy kindred rise 

The hearen-appeasing litanies 

To Hermea, who,lo men below. 

Or gives the garland or denies: — 

By whoso high aid, Agenas, know. 

And his, the thunderer of Iho skies. 

The olive wreath bath bound thy brow. 

Arcadian! Yes, a warmer zeal 
Shall whet my tongue ihy praise to tell. 
I feel the lympnthelie flame 
Of kindred love ;— iTheban I, 
Whose parent nymph from Arcady 
(Hotopo'i daughter, Thebe) came. 
Dear fountain goddess, wanHor maid, 
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By whose pure rilk my youth hath played ; 
Who now assembled Greece among. 
To car^bome chiefs and warriors strong,. 
Have wove the many-colored song* 

Then, mfaistrel, bid thy chorus rise 

To Juno, queen of deities, 

Parthenian lady of the skies. 

For, live there yet who dare defame 

With sordid mirth our country's name. 

Who tax with scorn our ancient line. 

And call the brave Boeotians swine ? — 

Yet, JSneas, sure thy numbers high 

May charm this brutish enmity ; 

Dear herald of the holy muse. 

And teeming with Parnassian dews. 

Cup of untasted harmony,— 

That strain once more. — The chonis raise 

To Syracusa's wealthy praise. 

And his the lord whose happy reig^ 

Controls Trincria's ample plain, 

Hiero, the just, the wise. 

Whose steamy offerings rise 
To Jove, to Ceres, and that darling maid^ 

Whom, rapt in chariot bright. 

And horses silver- white, 
Down to his dusky bower the lord of hell a 
veyed. 
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Oft hath he heard the muses* string resound 
His honored name ; and may his latter days. 
With wealth and worth, and minstrel garlands 

crowned, 
Mark with no envious ear a subject praise, 
Who now from fair Arcadia's forest wide 
To Syracusa, homewaFd, from his home 
Returns, a common care, a common pride, — 
(And, whoso darkling braves the ocean ibam. 
May safeliest moored with twofold anchor ride,) 
Arcadia, Sicily, on either side 
Guard him with prayer ; and thou who rules! 

the deep, 
Fair Amphitrite's lord, in safety keep 
His tossing keel, — and evermore (o me 
No meaner theme assign of poesy« 
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FROM THE 



HINDOOSTANEE. 
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t SONNET BY THE LATE NAWAB OF 
OUDE, ASUF UD DOWLA. 

In those eyes the tears that glisten as in pity for 

my pain. 
Are they gems, or only dew-drops ? can they, will 

they long remain ? 

Why fhy strength of tyrant heauty thus, with 
seeming ruth, restrain ? 

Better breathe my last before thee, than in linger- 
ing grief remain! 

To yon planet. Fate has given every monA to 

wax and wane ; 
And — thy world of blushing brightness — can it, 

will it, long remain ? 

Health and youth in balmy moisture on thy cheek 

their seat maintain ; 
But— the dew that steeps the rose-bud—can it> 

will it long remain ? 
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unance^adjoiDed m 
on «arth caiiil 

In the world may'st i 
from grief and 

On my lips the breatb 
long remain ? 



^BOM THE UINDOOSTANEE. 



FROM THE GULISTAN. 

■ Bbotqks, know the worid dec^Teth ; 
Tnut on bim who safely givelh ; 
Fix not on Ibe norld (fay trust. 
She feeds us— but she turns to dust ; 
And the bare earth orkiagly thtoDe 
Alike DUy serve to die upoa.' 



FROM THE SAME. 

' The man who leaveth life behind, 
Uiy well and boldly BpeaL bis mind ; 
Where flight is nane from battle Geld, 
We blilhely snatch (he snord and shield ; 
Where hope is past, and hate is strsng. 
The nretch's loQgue U sharp Hud long ; 
Myself have seen, in wild deapair. 
The feeble cat the mastilf tear.' 



FKOM THE SAMI 



« Who the silent man can pri 
ii Ifa fool he be or wise ? 

Yet, though lonely seem the 
Therein may lurk the beast o 
Often bashful looks conceal 
Tongue of fire and heart of « 
And deem not thou, in forest 
Every dappled skin thy prey 
Lest thou rouse, with lucklef 
The tiger for the fallow-deer 
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